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ADVERTISEMENT, 


. Candid and Critical Reader will find himſelf very little dif 

ſed to cenſure thoſe Peculiarities of Stile which he cannot fail 
to obſerve in the following Work, when he reflects that the whole was 
written in Engliſh by Monsizus De Verxcr 3; and that it is now 
printed verbatim as originally png by the * Auron, 
purſuant to the EviTOR's invariable P 
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TO 


/ 


LADY HARRIET STANHOPE. 


MADAM, 


f ER E Virtue, Beauty, and the Graces, to appear among us, 
they would aſſume your ſhape, your features - talk and feel 
as you do. n | 8 


* 


J am, 
Madam, | ; 
Your Ladyſhip's | 
| | Moſt humble and . 
Obedient —— 


TREYSSAC DE 


. 1 


BY? 


\ 4 . ©” ; 


PREFACE. 


n former works Leve and Nature were the authors; they 

boldly held the pencil, and drew the pictures of the Lovzxs. 

The drapery intended to conceal their voluptuouſneſs making them the 

more conſpicuous, a fe fools aroſe againſt the performance, and an- 

nounced it as an apology for adultery. As I deſpiſed their judgment, 

1 ee only to my own reaſon, and ſat contented with the eſteem 

of the fenſtble, and} laughing heartily at the notfy buzzing of the 
hazniles infos.  - 2 ee | 


HENRIETTA Virtue has written; and I doubt not but for that very 
reaſon it will be damned. Men judging according to their age and 
paſſions, I wonder not at the praiſe and Ar laviſhed by them on the 
lame work. A woman, as ſhe ſmiles or frowns, partakes of it's fate; 
like it, ſhe has her cenſors and admirers: no more than ſhe do I pre. 
tend to pleaſe all; too well am I acquainted with the human heart 
to indulge the idle, flattering conceit. As we feel, we ſee and read; 
the gay and paſſionate, the devotee and indifferent, having a ſoul the 
reverſe of each other, muſt neceſſarily differ in their opinion of 2 
beauty and a novel. - | \ 


-Of Henrietta I will ſay but this: all the characters are new. If 
good, the publick will do it juſtice; if bad, to commend it would be 
ridiculous, e | | 
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HENRIET TA. 


A. 
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it. What is li e when d ] 
only charm which could make it agree- 


e 3 perpetual torment. 
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VOLUME THE FIRST. 


DACTIER 1. 
HLNRIETTA COUNTESS .QSENV,OR, 
ro LADY SUSANNAH FITAROY. 


A, a 00 cruel Suſannah! Did 
you know the full extent 
T C of my miſery, 2 cu- 


riofity would die away, 
= reſpe& my ſorrow! 


ou would not attempt 


to renew in my heart a pain too ex- 


quilite to be borne! Oh, let me not 
call the paſt to my mind! my ſoul finks 
at the remembrance of it. Five years 
are elapſed, it is true: time has yo 
power over ſufferings like mine; it 
may have blunted their former fierce- 
neſs; hut they are ſtill keen, ftill into- 
lerable; I have no ſtrength to ſupport 
them, You ſay I pine. away. 1know 
deprived of the 


able! Would I were no more! That 


at this very moment death would ſweep 
me away! Religion ſtops my arm; 


nay, your friendſhip is à comfort I 


enjoy in the midſt of grief, troubles, 


and deſpair. When I ſee yev, I am leſs 
unhappy. ' You are, to me, like a fine 


day to the diſpirited ſeamen, after a 


night of form; you enliven my ſpirits, 
and ſometimes force a ſmile on my lips: 
but, when abſent, memory betrays me 
again into the feeling of my wretched- 
neſs; I have then no other company 


than my chaughts, 2d zheſe thoughts 


95 


— 


= 


a 


Suſannah ! inſiſt no more to know 2 
ſecret which muſt be buried with mein 


_ the grave l it would be too painful to 


relate. If you fore me, demand not 
what I wiſh to grant, but indeed 
cannot, without being a prey to the 
molt torturing agony. - Abuſe not thy 
power over thy Henrietta. Adieu! 


* 
* 


LETTER u. 
N longer will I deny your en- 


treaties; your friendihip deſerves 
a facrifice: I will make it in your 


favour, dear Suſannah; I will forget 


myſelf. You ſhall know every anec- 
dote of my life; the hiſtory 'of every 
thought, and of every feeling. I will 
hide nothing from you, Self- love 'I 
mall not liſten to; truth will guide my 


: pen. Adieu. L. f 


LETTER 1. 


APPILY bleſt with a ſenſible 
mother, the dawn of my infancy 
announced accompliſhments which ſince 
have obtained your applauſes, and the 
raiſes of men. Under the care of 
Mrs. Verman, the ſuſceptibility af my 
mind, like marble under the chiſſel of 
Phidias, receive the moſt exquifite form 
which taſte and judgment can giye. At 
ſixteen, very few were the talents I did 
not polleſs; very few the ſciences in 
which 1 was not an adept. The knowe 
ledge of the human heart Shakeſpeare » 
: $I EE diſplayed 


diſplayed to me: his works, and the 
Spectator, taught me to think and to 


compare. The power of the paſſions 
J learned in ancient and modern 
hiſtory; their effects filled my foul 
with apprehenſion and diffidence; but 
when Nature began to bring forth their 
dormant ſeed in my heart, I trembled 
and ſhuddered at their oppoſition to the 
religious law. However ſtrong the 
impreſſion. we imbibe in the earlieſt 
time of life, and fincere our reſolution 
is never to alter them, the paſſions will 
talk, and ſilence reaſon. This truth 
J have experienced. Though prepared, 
and in arms againſt the ſeductions of 

ride and ambition, I have been ſub- 
dued, and their flave. - Would I had 
been born in a lonely cottage, far 
from men, and free from knowledge! 
I truſted to Reaſon for the CE 
pleaſure; fool that I was not to know 
the ſpoke andaRted like a coward, ſeem- 
ingly ready to engage, though deter- 
mined to fly! | 


ULLAR:IY. 
WW HEM. from the involuntary 
pantings of my boſom, Mrs. 
Verman diſcovered that -my heart be- 
n to beat to defire, ſhe renewed her 
tire on man. I liftened; but ſtill my 


heart beat, and the monſter man gave 
the impulle. 


Like the child who, attracted by tn 


beauty of a roſe, advances eagerly his 
hand to pluck It up, and forgets the 
thorn which lies under it, we welcome 
the flattering ſenſation, totally neg - 
jectful of the evils it may bring upon 
us. Our ſenſes put reaſon to defiance; 


we only think when pain or ſorrow 


warns us of our imprudence. 


The frightful picture my mother 
drew of man, however true in reſpect 


to his political life, my beart thought 
Falſe in his character of a lover. This 
character nature formed with — 
nuity: it is as inconſiſtent with falſe- 
hood as the wit of Lady Waldegrave 
- with impertinence and 1 Edu- 
cation changes not the eal fee 


Jike opinions. I 
Mrs. Verman oppoſed her experience 
to my judgment. 


me to me one day, 


to be loved for 


+ 


of 


lings of 
the human heart. Sentiments vary not 


« You expect, ſaid 


HENRIETTA, 


'« yourfelfy that the man who will tel! 
vou of his paſſion will not feignit. 
© This error has cauſed the ruin of 
* many.virtuous, unſuſpecting maids; 


it leaves them defenceleſs againſt the 


attacks of their ungenerous enemy.“ 
And then ſhe acquainted me with the 
character of a S——h, a R-, and of 
a hundred more, who, under the maſk 
of love and friendſhip; talked inno- 
cence into credulity, only to abuſe, and 
then to abandon her to infamy and de- 
ſpair. ble : 
Such a corruption in the manners of 
men in the higheſt life, Iwould hardly 
believe. What was I to think of the 
reſt of mankind, when thoſe born to be 
an'example of honour and virtue were 
living devotees to vice and perjury ? 
Where are we ro look for truth and in- 
tegrity? Theſe inſtances of open profi- 
8557 made me fearful: for a long time 
hated the ſight of men, and ſought 
but in myſelf as happineſs. | 
At eighteen, ſpite of ſighs, oglings, 
whiſperings, and publick homage ot a 
crowd of adoters, my heart was my 
own; it was not to-continue any longer 
flive under the load of — 
he hour came when I yielded to the 
enchanting paſſion; when both love and 
nature, ſpringing up a new life in me, 
their charms ſilenced my fears, and 
painted man as a friend,” © 


11 


LETTER v. 


RS. Verman and I were on 2 
VA viſit at an alderman's in the city, 
when a young gentleman of the moſt 
agreeable countenance entered the room 
with the familiar ſteps of friendſhip. 
Lady Bennet, the miſtreſs of the houſe, 
p ented him to us as a near relation 
ately come from Germany: A falute 
was given; but not received without a 
half bluſh, the natural effect of the 
concern forced by him iu my breaſt. 
Never before had I ſeen fine features 
and modeſty fo happily blended : he 
looked as if inſenfble of his perſonal 
advantages; and talked not to be ad- 
mired, but to pleaſe. Ow 
Lady Bennet appeared ſo ſenſibly 
proud of having ſuch a nephew, that, 
my attention increaſing in proportion 
to her eſteem of him, T thought him 
the moſt accompliſhed young _ * 


COUNTESS osSEN VOR. 9 


had ever beheld. It is not poſſible,” 
'faid I to myſelf, that a baſe ſoul can 
«© be lodged in ſo perfect a body! No! 
his heart muſt partake of the excel- 
« Jency of his perſon! Happy will be 
the woman he ſhall love! After this 

ivate ſoliloquy, whoſe ſenſe I took 
care not to truſt to my eye, leſt it's diſ- 


covery ſhould weaken the few charms 


I poſſeſſed, I played the woman, and 


| atted the very reverſe of what I 


thought. . 
I know, Suſannah, that too eaſy a 


conqueſtis diſdained ; and that, oftener 


than our beauty, the glory of warming 


an inſenſible heart enflames a man to 


the enthuſiaſm of love, All paſſions 
are fed only by difficulties. A good 
under your hand palls preſently your 
deſires. Life would be a torment, could 
we enjoy as ſoon as we wiſh. 

The civilities of Mr. Romney (ſuch 
was the gentleman's name) were not, 
for an hour, fixed to any particular ob- 
je&:- he diyided his attention between 
two young ladies and me; and neither 
of us had to boalt his partiality. My. 
pride called bis behaviour injuſtice, and 
made me reſolve on revenge. A cit 
fop, the moſt unaccountable and ridi- 
culous animal upon earth, mimicking 
the airs of a courtier, had impertinently 
leaned. upon the back of my chair, and 


whiſpered a praiſe on my perſon; nay, 


ſwore he would bett ten to one in fa- 
vour of my charms N all the wo- 
men in England. This man, whom 


I had not deigned to anſwer, continu- 
ing to peſter me with his aſſiduity, 1 


diſſembled my diſlike, and dropped a 
few words which fixed him by me. 


His dear ſelf-importance was ſo pleaſed 


with the diſtinction J paid him, that, 
in the heigkt of his gratitude, he diſ- 
played all his borrowed wit, and did 
not think it loſt upon me. 


A fool will ſometimes be diverting, | 


Suſannah ;' the impertinencies the fel- 
low uttered had a novelty which amuſ- 


ed me; like the tittle · tattle of children, 


they were ſo extravagantly mixed with 
a few ſallies of good ſenſe, that my 


wonder at that curious piece of folly 


gave me preciſely the looks I wanted 


do humble Mr. Rumney. : 
A wan, however modeſt, is not dead 


to the deſire of being eſteemed; he ne- 


- ceſlarily knows his ſuperiority when in 
 oppolatign. tp a fop. N 
Mr. Romney felt, The error of my 


baviour 


— 


= 


told me his uneaſineſs; and my heart 


judgment he laid to the account of my 
heart: he thougbt me the more pre- 
oſſeſſed, as I was the leſs rational. 
his idea deadened his vivacity; he 


anſwered a No for a Yes; and fo 


traces of ſadneſs were viſible on his 
face. A fide-glance I darted at him 


1025 with joy at the diſcoyery. Fear- 
ul left pride only ſhould have worked 


Mr. Romney into a reverie and abſence 
of mind, I artfully ſupported the 15 2 
e 


imagination with ſmiles of content. 

had a fine voice: this he binted to me; 
and, indeed, he exceeded my expecta- 
tions. * You ſhould always ſing, and 
* not talk!“ This I half whiſpered to 
him: the man took it for a compli- 


ment, bowed, and thanked me. 


Women, Suſannah, are better hypo- 
crites than the moſt refined courtiers. 
Ambition may be eaſily ſeen through, 
their boaſted love of independence; but 
paſſions lie buried in our hearts, as 
ſilent as the dead in their graves, Un- 
der the cloak of a natural levity, I con- 
cealed from every eye the inclination I 
began to feel; while Mr. Romney's 
impatient ingenuity ſpoke his ſoul in 
every motion. There I read, I was 
the woman he loved! This intelli- 
gence changed not my plan: prudence 


told me to be falſe; and I continued 


the deceit, 


LETTER VI. 


General filence, and a few yawn- 
ings, having - ſucceeded to the 
eulogiums beſtowed on Mr. Lewis's 
voice, cards were propoſed, as.the ſole 


means not to feel the weight of time, 


the mortal enemy of the idle and ſtu- 
pid. Then Mr. Romney drew near 


me, opened his lips, and; with a figh, . 


cloſed them again, Unwilling to hear 
what I already knew, left my ſenſibility 
ſhould betray me, I argſe, curtſied, and 
went to the whiſt- table. ” | 
In vain did Mr. Romney endeavour 
to truſt my ear with the tale of his 
woe; in vain did he expreſs in his eyes 
the ſecret of his heart : I feigned nei- 
ther to bear, nor to ſee, My gaiet 
contraſted his languiſhing looks; and, 
though extremely delighted, he could 
not diſſemble his paſſion: not once did 


he catch in my features the ſatis faction 


I enjoyed. a 
en Moos 2 


ho}. [ entre 


480 handſome; yet fo indifferent“ what you think of people in h 
e e and cate - ſituation of life, ſince 1 | 
 "Teſsly attended to my game. them you are to look for à friend, 
"7 « Todifferent! 1 was wrong I- Mr. or a huſband, My Henrietta is wor- 

'. Lewis is the man!“ „ e „ 5 
' © Trump!” enclaimed I; and I played The ſenſe of this ſpeech told fo ex- 
"the ace of diamonds. r. Romney preſsly that ſhe would not favour my 
'returned to the chimney- corner; but new inclination, that I immediately de- 
not, however, before he had compli- clared her views for my eſtabliſhmeut 


. 
VU 


cerity. | ch en 
erience not to diſcover a Javer in my 


7 5 tance, Jour g 


mented me with I have ſeen you! I 


am undone!* _ . 
Sire a child the toy he longs for, he 


will throw it aſide, and wiſh for another; 


deny it to him, you will enhance it's 


value, and endear it to his fancy. Thus 
man muſt be treated, or diſguſt will 


follow his enjoyment. | 
My fop, and my diſcretion, helped 
weak whole evening againſt the at- 
tacks of my already enamoured heart. 
It's emotions—gueſts I never had en- 
tertained before -I treated with the fa- 


mihiarity of babit; and not once Mr. 


Romney, though watching attentively 

eve , 4 every word, could ſu- 

foe his power over me. 

came home. „„ 
How do you like Lady Bennet's 


a nephew, Henrietta?“ aſked Mrs. Ver. © 
man. 


That queſtion I anſwered with ſin- 
y mother had too much ex- 


praiſes of Mr. Romney. 


certainly deſerve l you 
© have laviſhed upon him: but, Miſs, 


© © theſe are too often the deluding quali- 
ties under which are concealed vice 
and folly; Study the character be- 
. © fore you judge of the man : not to 
your heart, but to your reaſon, apply 

: f e 


or the knowledge of mankind. I. 
old woman whom you miſtook once 


at the opera for a beauty, ſo much 
13 I patches and E her fea- 
. © tures were, is the picture of all the | 
_ © obje&s before you. The ſenſes are 
4 not the judges of truth* 
And then, fixing her eyes vpon , 
mine | 


: 


As Mr. R mney is but an acquain- 


good opinion of him is 


« an harmleſs error. It matters not 


MG TA 


Diſſimulation 1 diſcarded when I 


is that which my o 


"the co 


were, the more agreeable; that they 
perfectly coincided with my ambition, 
and would contribute to her happinels, 
So eaſy and natural was the'tone'of my 
voice, that the ſuſpicious Mrs, Verman 
doubted not my veracity ſhe embraced 
me; and, # few minutes after, I retired 


to my apartment. 


LETTER VII. 


I Was no ſooner alone than reflected 
A on the inconſiſtency of our paſ- 


ſions. My mother loved me with the 


utmoſt tenderneſs, yet could not think 


to ſee me happy but in her own, way: 
to her feelings I was to chain my ſenli- 


bility; and, at the impetuous ſeaſon of 
deſires, adopt the cool reaſon of a wo- 
man of forty. A nobleman for her 
ſon-in-law was the real- cauſe of her 
unceaſing fondneſs, What fondnelz 


tion to her 
choice would have eafily changed into 


| - - "hatred? It was too evident ſhe loved 
* Lowny ſaid ſhe, with a ſneer, that 

© he may, at a firſt fight, prejudice in 

his favour. Were the virtues of a 

man centered in an exquiſitely - made 

- © ſhape and comely preſence, he would 


me but for herſelf. This thought made 
me not forget the benefits I had re- 


_ ceived from her: I remembered, with 
* gratitude, the peculiar care ſhe had 
taken of my education. To her I was 
- indebted” for every 1 I had to 


boaſt : but was 1, in her hands, like a 
curious piece of mechaniſm in thoſe of 
an ingenious artiſt, to be made uſe of 
only tor her perſonal advantage? Both 
my heart and reaſon exclaimed a * No!' 
I could not think to be led forcibly to 


the arms of an undeſerving huſband, 


Hike the unfortunate victims of the 
French pride, who, to the everlaſting 
diſgrate of humanity,” are buried for 
life in the walls of a convent. The 
laws of England are the friends of Na- 
ture: We deteſt the inbuman' ſacrifices 
the is aer ae compelled to make in 
ntries governed by ĩgnorance, 
deſpotiſm, and ſuperſtition! 
reſolved, Suſannah, on attempting 


Ann 


Mr. Romwvey; (it vs all filial duty 


could require from me) and on loving, 
if the attempt proved unſucceſsful. 
This determination calmed my mind, 
and lulled me to reſt, 4 | 


'LETTER' VII. 


XA firſt thought, when I awoke, 


was about Mr. Romney; and 
almoſt. half an hour was devoted to 


him: I could not help it. The next 
reverie was on the means to reconcile 
my mother's peace with my own'; and 
this, to my ſorrow, could not be effected 
without hypoeriſy. I had too much 
virtue to be true at the expence of her 
happineſs: beſides, I flattered myſelf 
that the preſent advantages reſulting 


from a marriage. with a man of Mr. 


Romney's fortune, would overbalance 
the brilliant / uncertainty. ſhe fed ber 
imagination with. From a woman, 
with whoſe ambitious diſpoſition I was 
perfectly acquainted, it was not wiſe to 
expect boch a ſacrifice: but ſhe was my 
mother; I hated to think her impru- 
dent and ungenerous. 
Mus. Verm 

cloſet after break faſt. The air of myſ- 
tery ſhe had aſſumed when ſhe bid me 


follow her, and the orders ſhe gave not 


to be interrupted, announcing plainly 
the ſubje& of her converſation, I put 
myſelf on my guard, and deſied her ſa 
gacity. | 


Sit down, Henrietta; and liſten, 


not to a mother, but a friend, who 
Kknovvs the world, and will not deceive 
© you. — — 8 

4 Vou are at an age when the paſ- 
« fions,, commanding an abſolute obe- 
« dience to their dictates, throw the 
£ head into confuſion, and blind our 


underſtanding. Once the flaves of 


«© defire,” it is not in our power to re- 
© move the veil fpread between reaſon 
© and us. To free you from the danger 


of ſuch a ſituation is my duty. 


© The-mgenvity of youth 1s an ene - 
my to their happineſs : like honour 
in the man who wants to be prefer - 


red, it is a weapon we forniſha villain 
© with againſt ourſelves; a weapon che 


more ſecure in his hand, as our hearts 


16 are inceſſantiy ex poſed to the blow it 


© (rikes, 


took me into her 


«aa Sd Sia. 


| COUNTESS OSEN VOR. ur 


© Confider mankind under me twd | 
claſſes of knaves and fools. However 


ſhocking this aſſertion may be td 
© your good-nature, believe it true. 
© The principles of education are never 
© ſo deeply. rooted, but they ſooner er 
later give way to the mazims' of th 
ſociety we live in. Had you; with the 
tions of the perſons you have viſited, 
heard, and converſed with, you would 
have eaſily diſtinguithed between their 
tongues and hearts, their -counte- 
nances and judgment. *BreryiNew- 
ſible man or woman adopts indiffe-. 
rently the character of thoſe 
want to pleaſe or deceive, As vir- 
tue, like the language of a pedantick 
fellow, is iris out of faſhion with 
the polite world, and this polite world 
contains the very choice of a nation, 
we readily aſſent to their opinions, 
rather than to be laughed at, and 
ranked among the vulgar. Thas 
pride forms our ſecond education the 
more prevailing over the former; that 
it agrees with our deſires, and fa 
every paſſion. hs 
The whole end of this life, Hen- 
rietta, is to paſs it away in as math 
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can. Fortune, and a high rank, pro- 
cure us every bliſs, When we know 


raculous ſpring which waſhes 
fault, and: turns foibles into per- 
fections. 2 
Truſt to ſentiment for J 


man for your guide in a thorny path 
bordered with preeipices. Love is a 
word with which we ennoble the 
wants of the ſenſes, Did we examine 


that mas in general, and not this vr 
that, is the object of our wiſhes. It 
may happen, that a ſimilarity of diſ- 


* poſition will cauſe what they call 
_ © ſympathy, and fix our affections upba 
one in preference to another but 


thoſe who are well acquainted) with 
© humanity, wilt convince you, Hen- 
© rietta, that a perfect harmony, like a 
total difference between twe cha- 
© raters, is incompatible with real 
bappineſs. Ditlike or hatred mbſt 
© be our fot; hben „e can command 
* bhſs, or cannot entertain the hope of 
ever enjoyin it. b 7 : 

, Conſtancy 


eye of a philoſopher, obſerved the ac- 


pleaſure and as little paius as we 


how to enjoy them: they are the - 


no more than you would take à blind 


our hearts, and conclude impartiafly 
from their longings, we ſhould own, - 


— es 
3 


Conſtancy is a forced ſtate, which, 
© Jike a delirium, Iappoſes the patient 
© mcapable of reflecting: it cannot 
© fubſiſt long, unleſs the paſſions be 
kept in a perpetual ferment; and ex- 


, © perience tells us that none outlive the 
poſſeſſion of the objects we pant af - 


© ter. This the lovers will not ſuffer 
©. reaſon to demonſtrate, till indifference 
has taught them their error. 


Folly, Henrietta, is not, peculiar 
to leve; it belonge to every other” 


paſſion of the heart and mind: ĩt is a 


general diſeaſe, more or leſs dange- 
„ rous, according as we are more or leſs 


5 


1 ET TER IX. 


_< FP HERE ies foible in ovr cha- 


5 © rater, which owes it's birth to 
the eſtabliſhment of ſociety, and is 


more powerful and laſting than any 


© of the paſſions we are fated to ſeel: 
* that foible is pride; it begins at the 
. © prime of life, and vaniſhes only upon 
s the death-bed ; nay, often ſurvives 


2 the horrors which then ſurround us, 


nad reigus in the will it dictates, As 
© a Chriſtian, I deteſt it's ſway; as a 
.« woman, I yield to it. Religion and 

© philoſophy avail not againſt the plea - 


6 fure of living in all the luxuriancy of 


©. greatneſs. and independence. The 


9 8 of our charms over thoſe 


of our rivals procures not half the 
delight we enjoy in the reſpeQs and 
© compliance of a world of courtiers. 


4.6 e rs Hr ER UTE tables, 


' © coſtly dreſſes, and a ſplendid retinne; 
leave not our ſouls the time of think - 
ing: every ſenſe is conſtantly grati- 


fed and kept alive by variety, and 
ie brilliant imagination of the num- 


dberleſs ſlaves, whoſe only ſtudy is to 


divert and to pleaſe. 


3 


Pride, inſtead of decaying, like 


love, is daily increafing in sur hearts: 


„ it knows not the tranſitions from 
raptures to diſguſt, but is always new - 


and enchanting; it has in our old 


© age” the ſame oharms it poſſeſſed in 


* our youth, Never an abatement is 


. © ſ. {ble in the tranſports it cauſes, 


[ a 


Ihe wiſe, Henrietta, believe not in 


pride exiſts naturally: they — — 
uſe 


* 


— 


BENRIET TAs. 


© rather as the effect of the neceſſity of 


© making a choice than of the. reſolves 


of our taſte and judgment. That 
man and that filk have the ſame fate: 
it is needleſs to tell you the: conſe- 
quence. «I | 

* Your. beauty and accompliſhments 
call daily the homages of men in the 
bigheſt life: by them only are you 
eſteemed at your real valve. Like an 
excellent picture from the Roman 
ſchool, which is unnoticed by the 
ignorant, and admired by the vir- 
tvoſo, you are praiſed by the great, 
the fole connoiſſeurs in wit, talents, 
and ſenfibility. Your perfections, 
among æ lower claſs of mankind, 
would be entirely loſt; and, perhaps, 
thought as many defects. 1 have 
once feen a ſavage ſhutting his ears 
to the moſt perfe& harmony; and 
heard him ſay he could not conceive 
what pleafure ſuch a confuſion could 
afford. How many men are like that 
ſavage ) | | 

* Exert your reaſon, that you may 
not be a dupe to your heart: look on 
all men with indifference; and leave 
to pride the diſpoſal of your hand. 
© 'This foible once fatisfied, life is a 
« continual ſcene of bliſs.” | 
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LETTER X. 


N manner of delivery, and the 
J art of the ſpeaker, convince of- 
tener than the-reafons with which he 
defends his opinion. Our vanity, a- 


larmed at the ſuperiority he may gain, 


is ever ready to oppoſe the latter; but 


our hearts are eafily ſubdued by the 


tions, gueſſed the approbation my heart 


former. Truth and falſhood are 


. equally credited when the-orator talks 


to our paſſions, and not to our under- 
ſtanding. | ö 


Mr. Romney had not made ſuch an 


impreſſion upon me as to make me in- 


ſenſble of the real advantages inherent 
in titles and grandeur: theſe I had 
been long accuſtomed to conſider as the 
rights of beauty; and my imagination, 


more than once, had enjoyed all their 


charms! The panegyrick Mrs. Ver- 
man made of them awakened my am- 


bition, and forced a ſmile from my 
_ ©.qhe reality of love; but all agree that li Hee? . 


My mother, attentive to my mo- 


bare. 


6 8 * 


4 Jam 


f 


4 Lam glad, Henrietta, that it is in 
© your-power to determine for yourſelf. 
«© The woman who liftens ts the inſidi - 
«-ous language of paſſion, like the re- 
« ligious enthufiaſt, is a ſatire'on hu- 
man reaſon. Continue to be cool, 
© and not miſtake illuſion for reality: 
one error is the ſpring of thouſands. 
From the emotions your ſoul is af- 
© fefted with, form not your judgment 
© of them: there are hours when we 
« are abſolurely unable to compare and 
« to judge; The paſſions inebriate the 
« (ſoul; àt that time, like thoſe of the 
© man intoxicated with liquor, her fa- 
« cyltics are in a total inertneſs, or in 
£ deadly agony. ; 

« Truſt to me your feelings, Hen- 
« rietta, when their novelty will ſtrike 
© you; I will then tell you their na- 
ture, and "adminiſter their antidote. 
© A diſtemper, though ever ſo bad, is 
« eafily removed, when, at it's firlt ap- 
© pearance, a ſxilful phyſician is called; 


COUNTESS OSENVOR. 


but, if we leave the cure to time, or 


or own abilities, it makes ſuch a 
© progreſs: as to defy art aud expe- 
© rience.” FF n 


LETTER XI. 


V inclination for Mr. Romney, 

Suſannah, engaged not upon 
equal terms with my 21 love: as rea- 
dily did I at Taft acknowledge the au · 


» V» 
1 


13 
I Qdo not intend to make the ſatire 
of Mr. Romney: he may poſſeſs 26 
© noble a ſoul as his ſhape is excellent, 
6. be endowed with every virtue, and 
© deſerving of your love and eſteem; 
© but he may alſo be the reverſe of hat 
I ſuppoſe him tobe. Were I to judge 
of him from the education he has 
received, and the unexpected turn of 
fortune which made his father rich, 
and enables him to gratify every call 
of his paſſions, I might, without in- 
juring his character, be prejudiced 
© againſt him: e looks grave and fe- 
« date, it is true; but no mien Whatever 
is à proof of our wiſdom and mo- 
« rality. The real inclinations of men 
© and women T do not ſearch for in 
© their air, ſince faſhion and want have 
© made us a neceſſity of being falſe. 
© You will tell me that Mr. Romney, 
© not having been brought up withia 
© the atmoſphere of St. James's, has 
© not perhaps adopted the polite vices 
of a courtier. It is an error, 'Hen- 
rietta: theſe vices are not the pro- 
<.perty of the great; their refinements, 
on, nobody has but themſelves. 
None, with ſuch a good grace, will 
© tell a lie; will careſs a man into the 
© belief of their friendſhip whilſt they 
«- ſolicit his diſgrace; and pant” for 


« pleaſures they cannot enjoy without 


c violating the laws, or driving a whole 
© family todeſpair. Theſe ur And 
© are the effects of u long habit, and . 


5 thority of Mrs. Verman's counſels, as * the noble affurance peculiar to hi 

: if he had been an abfolute ſtranger to © birth and wer If you except the 
. me. No reſiſtance of any moment was © heroiſm of being openly à deiſt, a 
, made: although the firſt onſet had an- libertine, and an adulterer, you will 
t nouuced victory, it was not ſupported; * find that almoſt every individual inthe 
e and my mother's' triumph was com- ſocjety is tainted with the ſame vices 
e' pleat.” I bluſhed at the ſoyprins of my © andtfollies. Fear hides the corruptef 
8 ſenſes, and told her the power of their © heart of a commoner; to that only 
r illuſions over my judgment. * you may aſcribe the appearance of - 

© 'f wonder not, Henrietta, at your more virtue in the citizen than in the 

in having been moved by the preſence * man of the world. Since, then, Heu- 
n- © of an handſome man. Beauty, in “ rietta, you cannot flatter yourſelf to 
nt © both” fexes, has (irreſiſtible *charms; © know the man of true honour amongſt 
ad © the ſenſations It gives are as pleafing © a- thouſand” hypocrites, would you 
he © ay natural: but it is like a roſe we © hefitate in the choice of an huſband? 
m, © ſmell, Rke a melodious voice we With the great you will be cenſured, 
eir hear; whilſtwe breathe the perfume, but reſpected: the ſpleen of the ple- 
er- © or liſten, we forget the thorn, and © beian, raiſed by their ſuperiority over 
m- © want of taſte. +> © him, never goes ſo farastoannihilate 
m * «2 8 ud : 

+ Like me, the reader muſt take this for a ſatire rather than for Mrs. Verman's real 
no- opinion: though ſeemingly in earneſt, ſhe Had too much ſenſe not to know the errors the | 
eart commended. Had the painted them to her daughter under their true colours, ſhe would 
nat have acted the part ſis wanted to perform. Re aroey' * | 

am ; | i 


6 his It 


2 falſe 


5 14 
« his. ſervility.; he murmurs, ſhakes 
6, ts chain, but continues the ſlave, A 


in 2. woman of the city ex- 
©, poſes her to contempt and miſery; in 


a lady it is called gallantry, and an- 


nounces to the publick ber beauty 
*% and merit. For one huſband, un- 


faſhionable enough to take the alarm, 


and ſue for a divorce, hundreds laugh 


at a difgrace they could not avoid, 
8 or ſeems not to know it. An amia- 


* ble anion, rather than a faithful 


6: wife, is the taſte of the great. Sen- 


_ © ſible that ſentiment has it's ebb and 


« flow, they do not require a conſtancy 


- © which: their reaſon proves to them to 


bea chimera, the hobby- horſe of the 
«© fools and humble tradeſmen. Such 


e © an enlightened indifference you can- 
- © not expect fram the latter: their 
_ - © baſe-boro ſculs are entirely taken up 

.< with the ideas of order and decency; 


« which, among the polite, are but as 
+ many incentives to enjoy 
_ + Your virtue, Henrietta, needs not 


2 chis picture to determine your choice 


in favour. of wen of quality: I am 


5 conſcious you deteſt the thaught of 


F ever abuſing the mas you will bleſs 


with your hand: but what in one hour 
7 appears impoſlible to happen, may in 


© the next, by the power af eircum- 
© ſtances, come to paſs. Did a youre 
man, of a generous diſpoſition, thin 

he would rob, at fifty, his country- 


_ © men of ſeveral millions? No! it is 


* 


# Fortune's fault: the temptations ſhe 
c Jhaid before him were too ſtrong for 
F his virtue ; he could not poſſibly re- 
* fiſt, and therefore turned a-plunderer 
and a villain. . 
No man, no woman, premeditates 
c a crime in cool blood: ſo long as we 


reaſon we abhor it; but hen paſſion 
takes the ſway, it loſes all it's hor- 
. © rors; and ten to one we commit it. 


„Like the talents of a general, which 


are not generally eſteemed hefore he 


meets and defeats an enemy as brave 


* as himſelf, our virtues are abſo- 
* tutely unknown till we have oppoſed 
5 the ſeductions of deſire, and con- 
© quered.” | | 8 G 


LETTER XII. 


<2 HE maxims of Mrs. Verman, 


& though moſt of them the contraſt 


of her conduſt and of my way of thipk- 
og! pleaſed my mind, and obliterated 


* 


HENRIETTA, | 


the charms of Mr. Romney. So cool 
were her contempt of the citizen, and, 
her eſteem of-the-great, that-my theory 
in the knowledge of mankind yielded 
readily to the authority of her practical 
* How could I miſtruſt her 
aſſertions, when the life ſhe had led 
among the different claſſes of men had 
needs taught her their real worth ? 
Books tell not the paſſions of men ſo 
well as a conſtant intercourſe with 


them: a few days of familiar conver- 


ſation betray. a heart which the hiſtory 
of it's. feelings does not always unfold. 
Too often does an author miſtake his 
own affections for thoſe of the perſon- 
ages he gives a part to perform in the 
novel he writes; too often is he a ſlave 
to prejudice, and draws a falſe picture. 
For one Monteſquieu who compoſes for 
the men of all nations, how many only 
for the ſociety they live in | The ſame 
b which guides the pen of po- 
tical writers, you eaſily diſcover in 
thoſe of the memoirs which are daily 

bliſhed: to them both might be juſt- 

applied the following French line 


- = * 


for a device | 
Hors nous et ms amis, nul n\aura de Merite. 


My mother's converfation- reſtored 
the calm to my heart. If I thought of 
Mr. Romney, it was only with the half 
pleaſure we feel at the ſecond fight of 
a fine perſpeRtive, or the repetition of 
2 hon mot. Leſt, however, his preſence 
ſuould revive the paſt illuſiop, and 
wheedle me gut of the hopes of a gran- 
deur I flattered myſelf to enjoy one day, 
J reſolved on not ſeeing him. A tender 
woman ſhould never ſuffer the viſits of 
the man ſhe fears, when her reaſon is 
weak enough to difſemble the reality of 
the danger the runs. Nature is not as 
enemy to be eaſily conquered; the 
Jaugbs at our boaſted: prudence, and 
often defeats it at the very minute we 
are the mote certain of our triumph. 1 


' truſted not to reaſon for victory; but 


deſired my mother to prevent, by ber 
care, the return of a ſentiment, 2 
as I bad once indulged it, might again 
de welcome to my heart. 


LETTER Ait. 
Ir confidence-in Mics. Verma 


VA endeared me to her; ſhe poJong- 


buz 


STS Sno r bt oh Bi thin Sante 
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but che woman ſhe had educated. Like 
a Jump of clay, which the art of the 
ſculptor metamorphoſes into a Venus, 
from her I had received a form which 
ſnewed the merit of the artiſt. I was a 
work her reaſon only had to boaſt; her 
empire over my mind flattered her the 
more, that ſhe affected to have none over 
my perſon. \ 


« I abjure the power which nature 


© and the laws have given me over you.” 
Had ſhe/told me when the ſolidity of 
my judgment anſwered for my diſcre- 
tion—* I will dire& your choice, but 
never force mine upon you. 

Thus, Suſannah, by Og leav- 
ing me to myſelf, ſhe had artfully diſ- 
poſed my heart to feel agreeably to her 
dictates, and not to perceive that I a&- 
ed as ſhe pleaſed. The art of an ora- 
tor is 10 arm the paſſions one againſt 
another, and appear rather to adopt the 
opinion of his avditors than to eſta- 
bliſh his own. Whoever knows how to 
flatter our pride, is the maſter of our at- 
feRion; at his voice, vice and virtu 
wiſdom and folly, change their ature, 
and obtain alternately our eſteem or 


contempt, ; * $119 
Sous days paſſed without my hear- 


ing from Mr. Romney. I will own to 
you, that I was not a little piqued at 
the indifference of a man whom I had 
thought deeply enamoured of me, M 
ride hated to refleQ on the miſtake 
bad made; and, far from welcoming this 
new remedy againſt him, I was heartily 
vexed he himſelf had furniſhed me wit 


it. However determined not to love, 


I could not help wiſhing for his tender- 
neſs: his rnſenvibiliey was a diſgrace to 
my charms. When their power is in 


queſtion, Suſannah, what woman will 


not reſent the affront, and meditate a 
revenge ? 42 7 

© 1 will lay all the illuſions of beauty 
© in ambuſh for him; and when his 
5 heart has ſurrendered, treat it with 
all the haughtineſs of an offended 


# conqueror : from me he ſhall have no 


© mercy ; he ſhall ſuffer all the tortures 
« of an 7 paſſion.” | 
Theſe counſels of my indignation I 
concealed from Mrs. Verman, leſt ſhe 
ſhould point to me the danger attached 
to the attempt, and diſſuade me from it. 
More than one indiſereet vain maid, has 


loſt her liberty, and been cbained with 


the tert the deſtined to the rebel or 


inſenſible. That truth glanced on my 
mind; there nothing could penetrate 


and fix, but the means of gratifying my 


pride and aſſuring my ſucceſs. 
LETTER XIV. 
RS. Verman and I were walk. 
ing in Richmond Park, wheo, at 
the turning of an avenue, we met with 
Lady Bennet, The firſt caſt of m 
eyes was in favour of her nephew: I 
looked for him, and ſaw him not. We 
had not been long with Lady Bennet, 
before ſhe whiſpered me— 8 
How chagrined Mr. Romney will 
© be, not to have attended me to Rich- 
mond, when he hears you was there! 
© I am certain that the leaſores he has 
© been deſired to partake at Hampſtead 


© will not compenſate for the loſs of 
© your company. 


At his age, Madam, that loſs is 
© inſenfible, Young men, in the midſt 


© of their amuſements, think not of 
© another happineſs. Very eaſily can 


* he find a woman more agreeable and 


« entertaining: the aſſurance of the 
© contrary is "oy a compliment paid to 
* vanity, mere faſhionable words, on 
© which reaſon ſets n« value.“ 

* Indeed, Miſs, you wrong my ne- 
© phew. His ſenſe ſcorns to tell 
© what he does not think; never will 
© he ſacrifice truth to the honour of 
* paſſing for a polite man. He told 
© me of his love for you: I anſwer for 
© his veracity,” . 


© Of his love for me? Ah! ahl ah! 


© This jeſt I did not expect from you, 
© my lady.” | 
« ' am in earneſt, Miſs ; and, if your 


© heart has no objection, his hand is at 


your commands. 


« Theſe words confirm the jeſt, Ma- 


dam. What man of any prudence 
© would ſo quickly determine for ma- 
© trimony with a woman whoſe incli- 
nations he ig hardly acquainted with; 
6 venture the happineſs of his whole 
6 life to gratify a capriee? The man 
« who ſubmits not his taſte to the ex- 
© amination of his judgment is not a 
© huſband for me. Levity, in a buſi- 
© neſs of ſo great a moment, ſhews not 
Mr. Romney to his advantage: he is 


too prudent to conſult but his fancy 


jn the choice of his wife.“ 


He is enchanted with your beauty; 
WS 6 R 
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and I have eonvineed him of your vir- 
tes.” | 4 

Talk no more; talk no morel“ 
And, with a ſmile, T put my hand 

on her lips, and joined Mrs. Verman. 


„0 0 
85 eaſy a conqueſt, my lady, no 


longer flattered my vanity. My in- 
dignation ſubſided; and had Mr. Rom- 


ney appeared then before us, I would 


have received bim with the killing 
gaiety of indifference. _ 5 . 
Lady Bennet attempted a ſecond 
whiſper : I turned my ear, 
£8 Linen to me. | 

And ſhe took me by the hand. 
Well, what have you to ſay, dear 
s Madam ?? | 
Think of my nephew. - You can- 
© not.be inſenſible to his paſſion for 


- 6 you; can you?“ 5 
Pf Madam, ſpare me the repe · 


Pray, 
© tition of that nonſenſe, I am free, 
* abſolutely free; and leave the diſpo- 
« fal of my hand to my mother,” 


To you only will he be indebted _ 


© fof it; your mother's conſent is but 
What 
* would her confent avail a man of de- 
$ licacy, were yours td be influenced 
* by it? Freely return love for love. 
My nephew is charming; he has wit, 
s. riches, and generofity, With him, 
© every wiſh you may form ſhall be ſa- 
< tisfied ; he will breathe but to pleaſe, 
and make yon ſupremely happy. He 


© has ſeen you but once; but can yoy 


© from hence queſtion his fincerity ? 
Reflect on yourſelf, and conſult not 


-+ your modeſty. Are not you conſci- 


v ous he muſt Jove ?*- | 

What a dangerous flatterer this'Lady 
Bennet! Such an art in a knight's 
wife! I know not what reply I would 
Have made, had not Mrs. Verman call- 
ed for me, I inſtantly tripped to her; 
and the glow which Lady Bennet had 


- Taiſed on my cheek retreated into my 


heart. | 
Ns more did I leave my mother, and 
Jend my ears to the too eloquent, per- 
ſualive. tongue, of Lady Bennet. 2 
minute, however, ſhe found, as we left 
the park, to preſs my hand, and en- 
force her action with the following 
words. 44852 | 


— 


„be more I kgow' yoo, Ihe more 


\ HENRIETTA; | 


© I wiſh you for my niece. My p 

1. Te, he loves you Wald 
you believe it, your heart would melt 
« with ſympathy, and - 
I curtſied, and ſtepped into the 
coach. N ; 2 3 N 


LETTER XVI. 


H E certainty of my trĩiumph de- 

ſtroyed all the merit of Mr. Rom- 
ney. I compared him to a — 
decoration, which pleaſes the eye, an 
affects not the ſoul; though, till it va- 
niſhes, every ſenſe ſeems to enjoy. 
When this miſtake in our ſenſations 
warms a head in fayour of an object, 
the heart catches neeeſſarily. the diſtem- 
per, and feels pleaſurably under the 
deluſions of a prepoſſeſſed fancy. A 
doctor, infatuated with an error, de-. 


fends it with all the fire and eloquence 


of a devotee to truth. We all are that 
doctor. Who among mankind can ſay 
he knows himſelf, and afts according 
to reaſon? - RET 7 
I love not,” faid I to my mother, 
when we fat in the coach; I love not. 
©' Had not. Lady Bennet convinced me 
© of her nephew's attachment to me, I 
© might have endangered my liberty 
from too eager a deſire of captivat- 
« ing him. He is mine; no longer am 
6 I bis. | ; 
And then I related to her the project 
I had formed, $ 8 
True woman!” exclaimed ſhe, 
tapping her fan upon my ſhoulder; 
© true woman! We never make uſe of 
our underſtanding but when in no 
« need of it.“ kgs | 5 
To compleat my cure, Mrs. Verman 
poſed to ſlip the remaznder of the 
propoſed to dip the remain 
evening at Lady B=—y's rout, | 
There, Henrietta, in the amaze- 
* ment which the diverſity of many 
© hundred characters will cauſe, you 
* will loſe the idea of Mr. Romney. 
Be not offended at the publick, pri- 
vate, or familiar homage which men 
© will pay to your charms, and at the 
loud whiſperings which envy. or ill- 
© nature will force from the women 
* againſt you. Have no ears in the po- 
* lite world; and moye your eyes. but 
de | pk 0750), op 
Ihe art of vſing our organs is of 
© the greateſt importance; and it mould 


de e principy partofdortducertes; 


© but 


— 


! hut the ignorant low wretches en- 
© truſted. with it, like a painter s boy, 
«© whoſe ſole ſtudy is to prepare the co- 
« Jours, leave to genius and experience 
© the finiſhing of our minds. A man 
« of fortune laviſhes thouſands of 
pounds a year upon horſes and fur. 
© niturez-and grudges à few hundreds 
for perfeRng the reaſon of his chil- 
« dren! Inſtead of dae a governor 
© among the adepts in the ſcience of the 
© world, he picks up a baſe-born fel- 
4 low, whole whole underſtanding is 
« confined to the opinions of the uni- 


© verſity he has lived in. This is the 


« ſpring. of moſt of the imprudences 
© young men-are guilty of at their firſt 
appearance in ſociety. Like an ex - 
tenſive thick · ſet, unfrequented foreſt, 
which offers no retreat to the bewil- 
« Jered traveller againſt the attacks 
of wild beaſts, the ſtage of the un- 
known ſocial life has no aſylum for 
© an innocent heart againſt falſhood 
and perfidy. Youth, taught only 
« what they ought not to believe or 
practiſe, mult needs be a prey do er- 
© rors, vice, and folly. "449 

© The education of women, Hen-. 
t rietta, is ſtill more unenlightened. 
© The modern plans are the full mea- 
© ſure. of Gupidi , the fitteſt I ever 
© knew or heard of to turn h , and 
corrupt a heart. A virgin at fifteen, 
© is no leſs a wonder to me than a diſ- 
© creet man at eighteen. The exiſt- 
« ence of theſe two beings is as incon- 
* ſiſtent with the manner they are 
© brought up, as ambition with an ab- 
« ſolute want of talenty.* 
| LOTS "54 OT 

Wr were then within a few yards 
of Lady B-—=y's houſe, An hundred 
cari iages announcing a numerous àſ- 
ſembly z though elegantly dreſſed, and 
of a form to be admired, I felt a fear, 
and as inſtantly à colouring declared it 
to . Th p 
© © As Lady B=——y's rout is the ren- 
© dezvous of almoſt all the people of 
© faſhion, and it is the firſt time you 
venture among ſuch a number of 
© them, I owe you one advice. 

BBluſh not when you enter the apart - 
© ments, but preſent yourſelf with the 
« eaſe of a woman habituated to act in 
the brilliant ſcenes of life. Were 
they to perceive the ſmalleſt altera - 
* tion in your features, diffidence in 
* your Reps, and confuſion in the coni: 


* 


/ 


COUNTES8..0SENYOR. „ 


pliments you will pay or return, their. 
© pride would ſhew you immediately 
© their N 6 The woman who 


differs in her dreſs, her ſpeech, and 
© her countenance, or mimicks only. 


©* thoſeof the company ſhe viſits, is con- 
© ſidered by them as an exotick tranſ- 
* planted on a foreign ſoil; the ſhadow, 


« of a reality. Reſume your ſpirits, . 


Henrietta, and yield them not an ad- 
vantage you partake with them. 
© Your modeſty you ſhould leave in. 
© the coach; it is a bad companion. 


© among the great; it may murder the, 


* inexpreſſible charms of your ſhape, 
and rob your graces of their enchant-. 
© ing play. Never forget that a becom-' 
© ing vice is much more eſteemed than 
an auk ward virtue. ; * 


LETTER XVII. 
IEE ſenſible Frenchman, WO 
never beheld but the borrowed- 
charms of the ladies of Paris, on enter-. 
ng. Ranelagh fixes upon a beauty, 
wherever he caſts his eyes, and at that 
heayenly fight thinks himſelf in a ter- 
reſtrial paradiſe, my ſoul panted with, 
delight at the firſt glance I threw before. 
and round me in poop B-——y's apart- 
ment, Though I had many times add - 
ed to the number of the idle and the 
F a lady of quality's rout,” never 
d I ſeen the ſame ſumptuolity and 
magnificence diſplayed. y admira- 
tion did not, however, confuſe my head 
I curtfied, talked, liſtened, and anſwered, 


with all the coolneſs of a ſatisfied pride. 


The reſpe& ſhewed me by ſome noble-. 
men of our acquaintance, called ſoo 
the general attention ; agen and women. 
with the moſt. impertinent curj 
eyed me from head to foot: from the: 
ſmiles of the former, and the uneafineſs, 
of the latter, I quickly diſcovered I 
made a tolerable 12 The ſpite of 
our own ſex is the beſt panegyriek 
our charms: words have not half it's 
expreſſion and eloquence, and it is by 
more flattering, that it is forced from 
our real enemies. N 
; 0 * * f * YU W 
So volatile a company, fo diſſipated, 
and ſeemingly more devoted to pleafure. 
than to ſentiment, made me fancy every. 
individual out of the reach of the pie f 
ſions. * Whoeyer thinks not.“ faid I 
to myſelf, cannot feel ;, and really 
C3 their 


r 


their language and manners belied rea- 


ſon, wit, and common ſenſe. 
© Mrs. Verman read in my heart. 


Henrietta, which offend your ſen 

© lity, are the effects of a refined poli- 
© tick. Thoughtleſsneſs is the excuſe 
« for the faults rank and fortune do 
not juſtify, and a guard againſt the 
© jndiſcretions of too open à charater; 
© they ſave the trouble to bluſh, and 


defeat the hatred of an enemy, or the 
' © fagacity of a rival. Another time I. 


© will explain to you the hidden myfte- 


cries of ſuch a conduct, and convince | 


© you of it's P It is enough 
now to aſſure you, that none here are 
. ©. really what they appear to be.. 


But the old, Madam, why do they 


© play the fools? The levity of yout 
«© agrees with the wrinkles.on their faces 
©. no more than the Hbertiniſm of a bi- 
© ſhop with the ſanctity of his ſtation. 
Their airs and their age are the moſt 
NF incompatible things Lever ſaw: their 


union is a moſt violent ſatire of rea- 


ſon and decency. I wiſh I had not 
© beheld the odious ſpectacle. | 
© When you know mankind better, 
you will take theſe contradiftions as 
© the natural effects of a ſacial' life. 
The fear of being forſaken when we 
can no longer procure & diverſion or 
© a pleaſure, compels us to aſſume the 
© looks of approbatien and indulgence; 
| © by conforming, in appearance, to the 


© follies of young people, we ennoble 


* and authofize them; their gratitude 


- © gives, ip return, reſpects and atten - 


© dance. Thus our pride enjoys when. 
* * 14. 


very other ſentiment is dead. The 
E miſeries of a ſolitude, after having 
© Jong lived inthe world, ire not to be 
borne. We. muſt (iN fee, talk, and 
©. ſlander. A woman who has not that 
comfort at ſixty might as well be bu- 
© ried: the torment, of reflecting is 
© worſe-than death; bardiy one in ten 
- © thouſand can think coldly on the paſt, 
© and be a 4olerable companion to her- 
c ſelf... PTY 
„Continue your obſervations, Hen- 
- e — is a ſchool where you 
ma your judgment, and then 
© bein Bo nde : 22. in the thorny. 
path of life, I zdviſe you not to 
es ſs much wit, that they may think 
5 they have more than you: this ſy 
©riority, rather than that of betuty, 


G7 


_Undere A, 


© maſt womeh, are defitous ts poſſeſs, 
© as the latter is the gift of nature, and 


_ © the former their own work. Allow 
' © That behaviour and that language, . 
enfibi-, 


© them. that advantage, and your own 
« rivals will praiſe 780. 38 | 


LETTER xvi. 


QUER Aa group of fooliſh heads, 
though the greateſt part of them 
eſteemed the . wiſet of the, nation, 
plunged me a few. minutes into à fad 
reverie, and cauſed the following ſoh- 


uy. 
pat men! what women! This 
© the choſen ſet of mankind recom- 
* mended me by my mother! The cir- 
© cle into which ſhe deſtines me to move 
© However plauſible her juſtification of 
© them, no real worth can be hid un- 
« der ſo viſible a contempt of them- 
© ſelves. He who has merit is fond of 
4 glory, and not of ſhame. She Who 
© has virtue, prides not in the airs of 
vice, Their folly is tog natural to be 
© affected. What! not one thought 
© that can reveal their rea ſon ] Every 
© where the looks of ſelf-ſufficiency ! 
Have we, then, no other valne than 
that we receive from a coſtly dreſs 
© anda graceful mien! People fo much 
© taken up with their dear perſons can- 
© not concern themſetves in another's 
© happineſs; their ſouls mult be to- 
« tally. dead to tender feelings: love, 
* pity,.and generoſity, are unknown to 
© them; their affections centre in them, 
© in them only, How can a woman 
« reſiſt long the'prefling paſſiofls of her 
© heart, and the attacks of a lover, when 
© her virtue is not ſupported” by the 
© eſteem and tenderneſs of her huſband! 
© How can this not hate his wife, 
© when cards, diffipation, and the de- 
© fire of pleafing, are the delſgbts ſhe 
© prefers to his attachment? Oht true 
8 — ineſs proceeds from our feelings, 
5 and not the vain ſatis faction of a falſe 
© pride! It may be a torment to be de- 
© prived at once of the appesrances of 
© rank and fortung; but when we en - 
joy them, poor, poor indeed; is the 
« pleaſure. they give 
hen, Suſannab, I thought of Mr. 
Romney ; take my word for it. From 
my aN bim to the company I 
was with, he gained infinitely in my 
eſteem. 1 refietied on a conjugal life, 
1 elidened 


" » 
/ 


ed to me the only bliſs to be wiſhed 
for. I bghed at the ambition of my 


LETTER X. 


HE men were tov 2 bred 
1 up not to offend my modeſty with 
the tender of their homage. My charms, 
for an hour, were the topick of their in- 
defatigable tongues. Never before were 
my ears ſtunned with ſath a torrent of 
impertinent eulogiums. I was an an- 

juſt eſcaped from Heaven for the 
Shade of mankind, the only tempta- 
tion the devil could reaforiably think of 
to plunge them deeper and deeper into 
ſin, No woman could be without envy, 
no man without love, at the ſight of ſo 
tranſcendent a beauty: what quarrels, 
what diſſentions, I would cauſe in ſo- 


ciety! | | | | 

Thos, dear Sufinndh; was I peſtered 
and tormented, tilt a fine lady ſtopped 
this tide of falſhood n by de- 
oe. me to make one with her it qua- 

e. 1 <p 

© I never play, Madam.“ 

This anſwer confounded hers 

© You never play! Amazing? 

And Arnie er ſhoulders up with 
contempt, left me, with—" Good God! 
What 7 has ſhe kept!“ ; 

Pray, Miſs," aſked ayjother, with 
the ſupercilious air of ' a new- made 
counteſs, © firice you do not play, how 
„do you kill the tedious hours of an 
; 8 For my part, I would die 
© were I to tell them by myſelf at my 
chimney- corner. How dp you mu- 
«© der them away, Miſs ?* 


% 4 


* 
[ 


© Tn the converſativn, ny lady, ofa. 
© few of my mother's choſen friends.“ 


But, 
© chitter,” 
< Wethiok, Madam.” © 
© You think! Ah!; ah! ah! that is 
odd enough! Fine diverſion Indeed!“ 
And, with the ſmile of pity, ſhe went 
to whiſper my anſwer” ta every card- 
table, | PS. 
The fingularity of my replies freed 
me from my. admixers; they could not, 
with honoùt t6 themſelves, diffet in my 
favour from the opinion of a quality +, 
It, I Was truly a very fine creature; 
but how could I have any merit, fince 


I played not at<atds, and durſt to boaſt 


iſs, we cannot always 


counrzss Oos MoR. 3 


I'thought ſometimes? This jddgient 
formed upon me, I read in 1 oy 
took: fome ſmiled their àpprobati 

F 


— * 


\ LETTER xx. 


A mother was upon the rack; 1 
: 1 15 hs by honeft pride h 
tevailed over falſe vanity ; I was in- 
1 her ſuffering * 8 
A pretty world this!“ faidT to my - 
ſelf: They obrtt me when they 1835 
© me for a fool, and forſake me whe 
I provelI am not fol” © 
e refledted 1 they inſpired 
me for them, ſpread itſelf on my coun- 
tenance; nor did I attempt to. conceal 
it. Ready wit, or ſuperiority of birth, 
had not availed me ſo much: it gave 
ME an. importance which ſtruck Fete 
little ſouls, and gave again a life t 
cheir deceitful flattering tongue, 
I betrayed a ſenfibility at the affront 
intended upon me, 1 ſhould have be 
avoided arid laughed at: but my indif- 
ference announcing both my Knowledge 
of the world; and my vifdaio of chem, 
their hs vaniſhed, and I way 
ice more courted and admitred. 
This ſudden turn threw the counte! 
into no ſmall confuſion.” From the ba 
opinion ſhe entertained fot the compa- 
ay, ſhe had hoped they would nst per- 
tive the advantage ſhe had given me; 
7 ſide with me againſt an heroick 
pporter of their in vaded rights. Lik 
an army of ſcribblers, always ready | 
engage the firſt genius who dares t 
monopolize the _ publick eſteem, th 
fools of quality ſhould conſtautly ftan 
in defence of one another, and wit 
ſneers, jargon, and ſcorn, beat the 
enemy out of the field. 5 
Fot the firſt time, the ſefiſe of he 
folly brought a glow on the checks of 
a fine Fade ; ſpite of ber fan, whi 
ſhe placed between her ſhime and us, I 
ſiſegvered it, It was not the colour- 
ing of an_bymbled. pride, but of the 
conſciobſneſs of having acted contrar: 
to the diQate of ber heart. I ig d. 
covery made me her friend, at the ſame 
ume that it filled” me with indigna- 
tion againſt the manners of the age, 
which had thus ennobled falſhood and 
impertinence, to the diſgrace ice of nature 
and reaſon. Lf ns th? 
My 


þ » © 


n 


” 
.- 
- / 


3 0 "LETTER e. 


My miſtake · of the counteſs s cha · 


rater made me inſtantly repeal the 
Jentence I had pronounced againſt. the 


en and women before me. They 

night all, for what I knew, wear th 
fame maſk, and have a ſoul the _ 
contraſt of their air, Does the moral 
he preaches tell always the real fenti- 
ments of a clergyman; and a promiſe, 


on his hoppur, the integrity of a-neble- 


nan? No; not one in twenty agr. 


With his ſermons, or his words: their 
| hearts are ih a perpetual contradiction 


with their tongues. How difficult to 


| know mankind ! That knowledge we 


an acquire no more than that of our. 


lves : like the myſteries, they bid de. 


. Gauce to our reaſon and experience. 


% 
* — 


Muſt hot for the future believe the 
appearances; but, like a circum- 


| = philoſopher, wait till every doubt 


e elucidated to form my judgment.. 
This reſolution reconciled me to the 
company; whom I looked then al he 
as a particular kind of men who had 
a5 language, opinions, and 

nanners; and.. whoſe hearts, doubly, 

uarded by pride and policy, never 
uſted their real feelings to the indiſ- 
ftw of a look or a feature. I went 

o far in their favour, as to doubt whe- 
ther their apparent folly was not true 


wiſdom, ſince the. generality of man- 


kind continued to proſtrate at their 


feet, adofe their whims, aud be ruled 


* ” 


by dem. 


were the natural effects of the dif- 


Fxrear lights under which they appeared. 


o me. I was in the caſe of à man, 
who, ſeeing a cameleon in a green co- 
ar, thought it was it's genuine form, 


till he perceived it turned into white, 


then black, then red, according to the 
vatious- coloured objects near which it 
ſtood. The diverlity of the characters 
of thoſe whom he has intereſt to pleaſe 


or deceive, is the coloured object from 


Shich the great borrow their counte- 
nances; and ſo expreſſive is then the 


Figure they put on, that within a few 


Fours they may tationally be eſteemed 
„„ x 
Tired to liſten, and be compelled to 


- fmother every bluſh their perpetual 


Ittacks on my delicacy called on my 


* 
4 — 4 ' 
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* t up; and, after bavi 
— ked rovnd denen Ks = 
1 to that where the countels played. 
Sv much of A and 8 
was in my looks, that ſhe beheld me 
without hatred. This paſſion, as a ſpe- 
cifick againſt the ſenſe of our injuſtice, 
pre vails ſo often in the hearts of thoſe 
who offend, that the abſence of it in- 
the counteſs confirmed my eſteem of 
r r 
There was by her an empty chair. 
She looked at it; then ſmiled upon me. 
I underſtood her, and ſat down, She 
ſtooped to my ear. * 
I was a fool forgive. Upon the 


ſtage my rank has placed me, there 


are parts I am obliged to perform, to 
« comply with the taſte of the ſpecta- 


tor. The more we ſwerve from na- 


© ture, and depart. from other men's 
© opinions and manner of acting, the 
greater our glory, the louder and 
© more inceſſant the applauſes they be- 
4 ſtow. Though ſenſible that our tri- 
& ns! are the contempt of the wiſe, 
© thele are ſo few, compared to the 
« multitude who. admire us, that our 
© reaſon argues always in favour of 
our pride: add to this the filly at- 
* tempts of the publick, which afford 
© us as much pleaſure as Holland's 
«.ſervile imitation of Garrick's man- 
« ner gives a.diſguſt to the beſt judges 
© of theatrical. merit; and you will 
« ceaſe. to wonder. we Hill continue to 
. wear a maſk which every body endea- 
« yours to take away from us, to adorn 
« themſelyes with. Let us be friends, 
© Miſs; you will find me worthy of 
your efeem 4 to you I will ſhew the 
woman I muſt conceal from the pub - 
© lick eye. Merit, in the polite world, 
© has the fate of an ill- written novel; 
it is an intruder, whoſe ſight is con - 
« ſtantly deteſted and avoided.” 
Her partner then begging ſhe. would 
attend to her cards n 
„If you deſpiſe me not, Miſs, come 
© to fee me; I will be proud of an inti- 
s micy with you. Will _ 
I curthed to her invitation, and pro- 


miſed to go. 

LETTER AM. 

XXTNAT I ar tomyſelf,) av 
I was going. to Mrs. Ver- 


man; for the ſake only of differing. 
| a 


1 
g 


r Fo 


* 


* from their in feriefe, the great degrade 
* themſelves from the dignity of man, 


ſcorn, the appearances of aſuperiority 
of men 54 virtöe / | Is it 1,04 
that the ingenuity and pood-ſenſe o 
the Counteſs Motti mould be 
ſuch a defect as to expoſe her to a 
bluſh, or the ſecret malicious whiſ- 
pers of a polite circle, were ſhe bold 
enough to talk and behave in cha- 
racter! A torment to 'a generous 
heart muſt be a life thus forcibly de- 


look happy; it is a lye. ' Happine 
cannot conſiſt in the perpetual ſa- 
erifice of our taſtes and inclinations, 
in the frivolous regard of thoſe we 
deſpiſe, or in the natural contempt 
we ' muſt have of ourſelves. The 
leaſures of pride are not a compen- 
lation for the lofs of the publick eſ- 
teem;z their indifference of it is not 
fincere: every man, every woman, 
unleſs abſolutely inſenfible of ho- 
nour, is proud to obtain and deſerve 
1 8 


Rx - | 
Far from ble the wound which 
my heart had received, the company 
renewed it's ſenſibility. The deſpair 
of ever enjoying happineſs with a cour- 
tier, who, from his circumſtances in 
life, had none to procure, revived the 
idea of Mr. Romney. * A man of his 
rank had not the noble privilege of 
being a fool, without incurring the 
contempt of the world: on his me- 
rit only could he rely for an honour- 
able diſtinction in a ſociety, where 
fortune; unattended by a high birth, 
entitles not the individuals to the 
airs, vices, and follies of-people of 
quality. When the depravity of our 
hearts is not encquraged by flatterers 
and the infignificancy of our enemies, 
we ſeldom laugh voluntarily at mo- 
rality, and give a looſe to every de- 
ſire. From Mr. Romney's real ne- 


novr and decency, I may ſafely con- 
elude he is the man my reaſon muſt 
peer?! ; . 
Certain that the knowledge of this 
laſt thought would diſpleaſe Mrs. 
Verman, I took care to conceal it from 


her 
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and leave, ſhameleſsly, to thoſe they 


voted to falſliood and folly. hey 
8 


ceſſity of obeying the calls of ho- 


| © Sothoughtfol, Henrietta, in this 


© /as tired, with their fenfelbfs praiſes? 
© Modeſty is here in a, perpetual ago⸗ 
© ny: it ſeems they out-vie one 'ahg- 
ther in their attacks againſt her; and 


© exerf all the powers of refined ciyi- ' 
1 to give her the deadly blow, - 


Though you have taught me to an- 
© {wer their language, you have not 
© 'made me inſenfible of the pdiſon it 
contains, In vain does the ambi- 


quer the ſcruples of the man he wants 

this ſoon parts it from it's taliſman, 
and ſees it as it is. My feigned in- 
difference is an injury to virtue; 1 
— to be witty on an immoral ſub, 
et.. K 


% ‚ «a N «a K a 


Fey women, Henrietta, would 


* miſtake compliments for offences, 
* and none be ſo ſevere upon them- 
* ſelves. Words from thoſe men's 
lips, like a trifling noiſe in a ſolitary 
0 place, can alarm or frighten but the 
© fools and cowards. Wherever you 
c be. you will meet the ſame men: all 
© have deſires, and will tell you of 
them; they differ only in the manner 
and expreſſion. The audacity of a 
beau, and the reſpectful homage of a 
* mandiffident of his merit, are adapted 
to their characters; both talk as they 

« feel, and behave as they dare. For- 
© give mankind their errors; but take 
* care not to be_their vifgim, Like 
* you, I Want to breathe : let's go.“ 


8 * 
LETTER 


1 woman of gallantry rejoices 
no more at the yain attempts of 
her jealous huſband to ſurprize her upon 
the bed of guilt,' and a prime miniſter 
at having ſecured a majority in his fa- 
vour in both houſes, than I did when 1 
left Lady B=—y's rout. 
free from conſtraint, dilated with inex- 
preſſible delight at the recovery of it's 
liberty. Like the light Which diſpels 
the fears of a child trembling in the 
dark, and gives him back the favou- 
rite toy he had loſt, the freedom I en- 
Joyed obliterated the odious hours, dur- 
ing which my mind had. been the flave 
of faſhion,” and endeared to my fenſes 
the memory of Mr. Romney, + 
No longer did 1 ſoffer pride to ſwa 
over love, and fancy toimpoſe uporl 
feaſon. The blind whict the plitter- 


TH 
*” incl ſuffocated from the want of ait, 


tions gild the pill of infamy to con- 


o 
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My heart, a 
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RIA, 


inn | . nd the between, love and pride, when the un- 
on s of my mother, had put on my expei Red preſence of . 
die vaniſhed ay ſoop- as I began to the viftory to the former. 
men. When in the cool hours of re» _ Mrs. Verman being vat at home, 1 
| gement, the ſoul being not then biaſ- knew pat at-firſt whether 1 ſhould re. 
by by the preſence of the deluſive ab- ceive him; but my heart talking in his 
eds Which attrated her attention, we favour, he was introduged. . | 
appeal to our underſtanding 17 the My countenance did not beſpeak the 
judgment of our paſſions, how different prong Henrietta; my ſight had, how. 
Ne canfequence we draw, the ſentence ever, ſuch an 21708 upon him as to 
we decree! At thoſe hours, the * make big bow and his compliment ex- 
tious, the miſer, the voluptuous, and rape ungraceful and unmeaning. 
_ . the loyer, may fee a8 clearly in their This wan, ſaid I to myſelf, 
beats, 25.they behold their features in knows how to flatter: his confuſion 
2 fanbful g 5 The yanity of their * tells his reſpect; I muſt reward him 
purſyits, and the ridicule of their for it.“ | | | 
alkes, are written in large characters And 1 immediately called bis fpicits 
before them; yet, though all haue the to order, h affuring, with a ſaule, 1 
payer to read, how few will or can was . ſee him. | 
exert it! We are. ſo averſe to be en- Oh ay ain you are pleaſed!” . 
lightened, fo, unwilling e er-. What ſenſe do you give to theſe 
vors to truth, that it would ſeem we © words, that IG ear them re. 
are, from the moment we are born, put * peated ?” 1 FE 
ander the guard of folly. Reaſon, Rea» * They have ſach a charm as to 
fon | F am afraid thou art but anempty * ſtrike my ſovl with unſpeakable de- 
name! I fee Ambition conquer Love, 21 Forgive - but -O! Miſs 
. and Love conquer Avarice; but what Henrietta, would this heart could 
ſhon ever yielded to the cool voice of lay open before you | 
Ro on! "That man is feebly affected © I am quite a ſtranger to the lan- 
whoſe foul! can be eafily argued into uage of a heart; I beg you would 
moderation ; whoſe Ap, #5 ke the * ſpeak in a tongue I way underſtand 
7. of a coquette,. are at the command * and anſwer. . How does Lady Ben- 


22 


* 


- of his judgment. net! 
2 | Eat And I fat down, 
3 FE . Very well.” © hr hy 
LETTER XXIV. And, witha figh, he drew a chair 
near me. | 


O apt is our mind to change ang © This opportunity I have long de- 
pas from one determination to ano- * fired for, Frown not; my bappineſs 
© ther, that, unleſs the heart be abſolute- depends wholly upon your ſmiles. 
taken up with a ſenſation, none can Beggar me not of * minute of bliſs; 
Batter themſelves to welcome, the next my honeſty has a friend in your vir- 
day, the opinion they bad the day be. tue. A true loye can never give of- 
- Fore; ſyck a fickleneſs is the ſatire of fence; it is an homage due to beau- 
- the modern education, If, at a time © ** | 
Pen our underſtanding may be modi- had not the heart, Suſannah, to 
* [= at the pleaſure of our inſtructors, play the coquette, and plague the man 
we were not, through. their ignorance, whoſe ſincerity I could not queſtion. . 
Jed into a falſe knowledge of the foibles 1 thought, Sir, you efteemed me 
of humanity, we would not labour un- 
der the mortal pang of ſuſpenſe; our 
choices would be as unalterable as the 
fexvour of 2 devotee, fully convinced 
of. the exiſtence and power of the God 
he adores. Some boaft their conſtancy 
when once reſolved; I believe them no 
more than I would a criminal, who * my own perſon, or give me leave t 
| Balle not. polity, in hope his guilt -* cetize.' I am too proud to ſtay wit 


too much ta talk- to my pride rather 
than to my reaſon. Do you believe 
me ſo void of ſenſe as not to be able 
to hear butof flattery? Whatamiſe- 
rable opinion they entertain of the 
oung women in (us polite age 
yy, Sir, find another topick than 


NS „ a «„ „ „ 


1 not de detected. „ * a man Who compliments my vanity at 
| was the. next morning warering fill * the expency of my e * 


« 7 : 


7 „ e 


4 Miſtake me not: I both eſteem and . 

c + love you. I have, undoubtedly, many 

« of the faults peculiar to my but 
bave.my 


'« | deteſt falſhood, Never 


« lips belied my heart, and betra 9% a 


c # FEM woman into the belief of a 


fon 1 did not feel.) 
«Theſe are the very looks, the very 


1 expreſſions of denz all uſe them to 


© betray." - 

In me they are the interpreters of 
truth. 

If the moſt experienced women 
© are daily dupes to the arts of men, 
« what innocent maid is able to diſtin- 
«© puiſh it from nature, and be free 
from doubt and fear! OO 
and ſelf-ſufficiency may eafily” be- 


© lieve, and truſt their charms for the 


« ſecurity of a man's words. Solon 


© as I am not a fool, for me probability 


« will not be e ion. 


« Will not you make an gs vpn | 


© In your favour?” 
© Indeed, I deſerve it.” 


© a man.“ 
Do you take me for an enemy?” 
Noz but I will act as if you were.” 
© Soſuſpicious, and you live happy!” 


For that very reaſon I am not mi. ; 


« ſerable.* 
What charms are there in aro 
6 bility ?? 

6 Thoſe of being ſafe from the pains 
«© of repentance.” 

© How can you feel thoſe when unit 
ed to a man of honour ?” 

* Theſcarcity of. ſuch a churaRter-i is 


© not a Upton to credit it 6 re- 


© ality,” 
© How ſevere your ſatire: of man- 


kind! what, not one man of true 


merit? 

What do you underſtand by true 
merit? I never heard of any thin 
* ſo much ſpoken of; but it · is fo dif- 

«* ferently Have, that one would be 
apt to think it does not exiſt," © 

True merit conſiſts in never ag 
£ 3 the GiQates of one 

s heart?” 

© You frighten me. What! an 
* avowed Hbertipifaris the character of 
© true merit! Who would not. be a 
by A 10 ſociety, were he to obey 

ut the culls of his paſſions? ' 

The natural — cr hearts, 
C „ ns, 5 correRediby 

2 A man 4 
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„ himſelf, as to keep incog· wn 


cs 
. liberal principles is nne genes 
*-rous; indulgent to all men, and ſea 
5 vereonly to himſelf.” '- 
But, Sir, the courtier's creed i 
abſolutely the reverſe of yours. You 
= not pretend, ſurely, to a greater 
degree of wiſdom, which of you. is 

right? 

« I appeal to your | heart for 2 judge 


a 1a 4 


- ment between us. 


- © T-proniounce in your feng,” 
He took my _ to his lips, and 
printed a kifs upon | 
What avails my <a if I fa. 
voured only a chimera?- Where is the 
man reſembling your deſcriptign ? 
By what ſigns m oy I know him from 
his mimick > Buffoons excel often in 
the parts they imitate. Think of the 
dangers to which one error expoſes 
us, of the unavoidable humiliation 
attending our credulity; who will re- 
fle&, and not ſuſpend his judgment, 
not wait till our reaſon ſatisfied ob- 


jects no longer to the choice we 
have but your word; and you ar | 


make? 
Too 2 cautions, Miſs, are the 
pdi ſan of life: we ſhould be the moſt 


1 . 


wretched .pf all creatures, were our 


hearts in a * po" calm, our minds 
ever. capable of reſlection. No plea- 
ſures could we enjoy, were we to ſub- 
mit them to the tribunal of reaſon. 
Who. would venture on the perilous 
ſea of marriage with the view of the 
ſtorms impending upon it? "What 
ſociety would long ſubſiſt, were ery | 


individual to entertain a wutes) dit» | 


-fidence.one of another? I do not ſay, 
Miſs, we ſhould truſt a man upon 
his apparent behaviour; too often is 
of a' man of honovur- the 
form of a rogue; but let this never 


keep ſo ſtrict a guard upon himſelf, - 


nature will betray him: if he has 
vices, he will forget himſelf, and be 
then the ſport of our ſex, and the 
ſcorn of yours. I am a man, there- 
fore able to imperfections and fol- 
ly: this is no reaſon why I ſhould be 
tainted with them, Let my actions, 
Miſs; anſwer for my veracity; e 
teem me fo long as I ſhall a 
it. 


s And yos think, Sir, that a wan 
£ cannot watch ſo attentive pen 
ſt be is 
< pleaſed to beſo?” 


| « Atuated by.z ſtrong paſſion, and 


© in the hope of OY the FR 


=—_—: 


* 


"a 


_ © © cerely love you,” 


dt my feet, that I forgot to bid him to In vain did Mr. Romne 


24 — | "HENRIETTA," 7 


©" covets, the ambitious may ſacrifice Is it thus, Mifs, you keep the pro- 
©. nature to the only want he feels; © miſe-you made? } 
© But a real lover has conſtantly his I here is my excuſe, Madam.” 
© heart on his lips; his ſouliis ſeen in And I pointed to Mr. Romney. The 
© his eyes; he has not the power to de energy of my apſwer, ſtill enforced: by 
© ceive.” Reſpe&t:iv the charatteriſtick - the, firmneſs of my voice, confounded 
6 of à lover never will he, or can he, Mrs, Verman. . 3 I 
* offend the object he is enamoured «< #:Heyourexeuſe!? -— 
o ( - She biz ber lips with reſentment, and 
And yon love me? went from me. Fe 3 1 
TFThe doubt is torment. I love, ſin- My motber had too much power over 
deer paſſions not to ſubdue them inſtant- 
And he fell on his knee. Wo when their knowledge would have 
That your ſuſpicions may entirely Jubmitted her to cenſure; and too much 
vaniſh, here is my hand; diſpoſe of art, not to put the moſt obſtinate man 


4K. Do you hl deuht my fincerity ?? out of his favourite ſubjects, and give a 


I felt ſuch a plesſure on, ſeeing him . converſation the turn ſhe liked the beſt. 
5 ſeize every 
riſe. Both my hands were in his; and opportunity to introduce ihe topicks of 
my looks told * plainly I had a mind love and marriage, his ingenuity was as 
to believe. © A often defeated by her prudence. Tired 
Do you {till doubt my ſincerity ?* at laſt not to be able to put one word 
21 de not. But. bod r two in favour of his deſires, he took 


e Bu his leave, fully convinced that if he had 


Ho expreſſive of fear was his ſtam- my conſent, he could not flatter himſelf 


mering of that word! 
*- 6. You may change 


. with that of my mother. - 
Change! No; never, never. 1 a | 


* 


happy ©... LETTER XXV1. 
At that inſtant the door flew open 
and my mother entered the room. O ON after My, Romney's retreat, 


Mrs. Verman's political indiffe- 

= ©. * Tence dwindled into a downright an- 

LETTER XXV. ger. Her ſacrifice of this paſſion made 
i t but the fiercer when ſhe eguld indulge 
„ Mr. Romney at my it. The bad man is not ſo heartily in- 
1 ;* *davghter's feet !” at a firſt * cenſed at the honours conferred upon 
„ viſit! What am I to believe?“ his enemy, as ſhe was at the thought 
Look upon her, Madam: was not her reaſon had been the ſport of my hy- 
« my fituation very natural? Who pocriſy. Her offended pride made her 


could with impunity behold ſuch for ſome time forget the miſcarriage of 
N charms? 1 had A heart; it felt their her favourite plan. Sbe could not hear 


© power. My fortune and my hands having been the foal of a daughter, 


_ < are at her commands. Dear Hen- whoſe inclinations the fancied-to have 


© rietta, your confuſion is an affront at her diſpoſal. To ſee me act con- 
upon your mother and me. Since trarily to her expectation, was an aſ- 
* ſhe loves you, ſhe cannot be offended fault on her judgment ſhe could not 
zt the reſpectful attachment of a friend forgive. All this ſhe expreſſed with 
of her family: = character and looks, motions, and words. No longer 
'« riches are us unqueſtionable as your was I ber beloved Henrietta; but a 
beauty, and her afﬀfeftion for you. baſe, ungrateful, unnatural wretch, 
"See our pardon in her looks.” |. © whom ſhe had nurſed up like a tender 
- + 4-F own, Sir, that I was ſurprized friend, to be the moſt effectually rob- 


at the novelty. I did not, indeed I bed of her bappineſs, and ſtabbed to the 


did not expe itz but I am not an- heart. n | 
Gays | Conſcious I had not done any thing 
* Theſe la& words ſhe ſpoke with a I ought to repent or bluſh, for, I ſat 
ſmile, and then darted at me an eye filent, and with all. the intrepidity of 
Filled with indignation, She came to innocence, The calm of my ſpirits 
EE por TRE: ESE 


- +  Tailed her paſſion to a Wiler Mergers. 
| | y 
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My. inſenfibility of her wrongs was a 
keener injury than my difſimulation : 
this might be the effect of fear; but 
the former could only be cauſed by in- 
difference or hatred. 
Had I then attempted my defence, 
like the pilot who would fail againſt 
the tide and wind, the utmoſt efforts 
of art and ingenuity would have prov- 
ed — 2 As well might I have 
told a young widow, enchanted at the 
death of an abhorred huſband, ſhe 
ſnould regtet his loſs, and be a prey to 
ſorrow, than to have hoped to convince 
my mother of the reaſonableneſs of my 
attachment to Mr. Romney, and the 
abſurdity of her charge againſt me. I 
waited till ſne had abſolutely loſt the 
ower of ſpeech, and of expreſſing in 
— features a violent affection of the 


ſoul, So uncommon a flood of fury 


could not continue: the delicacy of ber 
ſrame could not long labour under the 
deſtroying ſenſation: the moment came, 
when, between a half breathing and 
fainting, ſhe forcibly abandoned to me 
her ears and her — | 

I told her of the force of the cixcum- 
ſtances; ſhe thook her head with con- 
tempt of the good qualities and fortune 
of Mr. Romney, which would ſatisfy 
even the ambition or ſenſibility of a 
girl my ſuperior in birth or accom- 
pliſhments. 1 3 

« Weak girl! weak girl!“ | 

And ſhe put her hands upon her 
eyes: wh ifth 
N. What happineſs, dear Madam, can 
« your daughter promiſe herſelf with 
© a nobleman Who will love her but 
+ ſo long as her charms ſhall pleaſe his 
fancy, and ſcorn. her from the hour 
© the novelty being vaniſhed, he will 
© repent thechoice he made? Love may 
* for a while filence pride and ambi- 
tion but when it's illuſions are paſ- 
© ſed, will not the once favourite in- 
« clination' be curſed as the cauſe. of 
© endleſs ſhame and ſorrow? If the 
good · nature of an huſband does not 
© permit him to declare his thoughts 
* openly, does not the diſcerning lelf- 
© love of his wife trace them in his be- 
© haviour ? What woman of any de- 


© licacy can tamely ſuffer the diſlike of 
her huſband ?. Diſlike l rather ſhould, 


© Thave ſaid his contempt | What vir- 
© tue can then be guarded againſt the 
© temptation of revenge? Though a 
* crime, who will not commit it? In 
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made me 


J _ ſhould we call to religion for 
© help. againſt the reſentment of our 
© hearts, The woman, I fear, is al- 
* ways between God and our prayers. 
* Expoſe: me not, dear Madam, to a 
© futurity marked with deſpair, vice, 
© and folly, In an union with Mr. 
Romney, equality of rank frees me 
© from his diſdain.” 

Leave me | leave me, thou thought - 
© ſefogitI ts! ele nds any Pens 

© I will not till L have found my mo- 
© ther again.” 

© Forget that man, and I am thy 
mother. | 

Would you ſee me miſerable?” 

* Thou art a fool, Henrietta; thou 
© art a fool! Leave m. 

On my knees I beg for forgiveneſs, 
© and your approbation.*. -, . 15 

© Expect neither of them. What ob- 
© ſtinacy ! L have no patience.” > 

And riſing with the motions of the 
utmoſt diſpleaſure,” | 


To yqur.room—no more will I 
© hear—to your room this moment! 


I fghed, and obeyed, 


LETTER XXVII. 


HE two following days I was 

kept cloſe priſoner, and forbid 
the uſe of my pen, This ſeverity 
ſtrengthened the paſſion it was integd= 
ed to deſtroy. In the abſence of the 
daily diverſions which took up my time 
and my thoughts, my fancy naturally 


gave way to the feelings of my heart, 


as the ſole relief againſt the tediouſneſs 
of captivity. , A tual reverje-on 
the man we love muſt neceſſarily add 
to his charms, and our tenderneſs, 
He is not like a caſtle we build in the 
air with the richeſt materials our ima- 

inations can dream of; and whoſe 
ſtrocture, in the ſobriety 'of our ſenſes, 
reaſon diſapproves, and pulls down: 


this is not the fate of a lover; we are 
always ſo ſmitten with the agreeable 


picture, as to have it not in our power 
to diſcern it's defects. Mrs. Verman's 
proceedings favoured Mr. Romney: not 
once did Reaſon whiſper that prejudice 
might lead the pencil. I drew, and 
was pleaſed with my work. 
To theſe two days of entire ſolitude, 
Suſannah, I owe my preſent mis for- 
tunes; hep; Hg my pation, and 
wretch I am, My mo- 
D'S her 
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Ser but thut character is ſutred I 


muſt 5 my complains, and ſuf- 


ßer in ſilence. 
* 8 * N * 4 < J 
"FE was mufing upon the continual 


divorces among the great, all eavuſed 


either by an inequality of birth and 
fortune, or a difference of humour, and 


trembling to rank one day with theſe 


vnfortunate; when the * houſekeeper 


gave me the following letter, - 


* betraying the ſentiments of 
© her heart, opened before me the ever - 


_ © flowery path of happineſs, how cov1d 


I have thought I was then upon the 


very brink” of miſery? I had hardly 
_ © indulged the hope of bliſs when it 
- ©*-vahiſhed, and left but pain behind. 


The ftarving wreten Who, finding a 
4 purſe of gold, is Fobbed of it at the 
very minute his ſoul ditates with joy 
at the delightfol ſight, ſuffers not half 
the- torments my fatal diſappoint- 
ment has oppreſſed me with! Chance 
may ſtill fav ou, him 4 that is a com- 
fort: I have none! Deſpair only is 
in view; it reaches my heart; it is 


for death, ſince I cannot obtain my 
Henrietta! : | 
© Mrs. Verman's ambition is an ob- 


conquer; Of all paſſions it is the 
and beggars it of juſtice and humani- 


virtue in a mother's breaſt: of fancy 
or pride the obeys the dictates; they 
are the ſole counſellors ſhe adviſes 
with, either for the faſhion of her 


children. This indifference of their 
happineſs,. once grown into habit, 
reaſon can never alter: ſhe will have 
them ſee through her own eyes, argue 


folves. Oh, dear Henrietta! what 
have not I to fear? Who will ſoften 
Mrs. Verman into a compliance with 


will not leave to her daughter the 
liberty of her ehoiee? Will not your 
virtue ſacrifice the man of your heart 


to your mother; yield to her intrea- 


911 
* 
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"© TO MISS HENRIETTA VERMAN. 


« W HEN my Henrietta's ingenuity, 


torn—exquiſitely torn ! I wih but, 
ſtacle I have it not in my power to 


moſt inflexible; it hardens a heart, 


ty. Maternal love is now a dormant 
dreſs; or the eſtabliſhment of her 


as ſhe feels, and conclude as the re- 


our defires, if the commands, and 
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© ties, or be compelled to obey, from 
the OG 4 un- 
©' happy? This thought - makes me 
mad! No! virtue orders not the in- 
human ſacyifice! You may diſobey, 
and be ſtill virtuous. The tights of 
©. a motheriextend-not to the power of 
© making herchildren miſerable. Both 
© nature and law are in your favour, 
dear Henrietta: you have yourſelf 
rights Which a mother can neither 
© diſpute nor invalidate ; they are as 
© ſacred-as hers. If you love me; your 
© foul will be as free from her uforped 
Authority as your choice: forgive, it I 
ſay itwill be free from blame. ' Riches 
I aſk' not; your on perſon is the 
© only portion I am defirovs te poſſeſs. 
© My paſſion is as diſintereſted as your 
© virtues are real and unſpotted : you 
only I love; any other advantage 
which your fortune can beſtow I diſ- 
dain; let Mrs. Verman enjoy it. 
Would it could pay for her conſent! 
But, alas! her only foible is pride; 
"and this, not gold, but titles and 
grandeur, caw flatter and delight. 
Henrietta! - how watmly ſhe defired 
Lady Bennet yeſterday to uſe all her 
"inffaenge over me, that I ſhould no 
more think of you, as ſhe was abſo· 
Jutely determiried never ts accept me 
for her ſon-m-law I As warmly did 
my aunt defend my cauſe; '” Had ſhe 
ſpoke to-a mother, we' had gained : 
but the ambitious woman is not ſo 
eaſily ſubdued; her pleaſure is ber 
reaſon. Henrietta !- dear Henrietta! 
from your generoſity my tortured 
foul expectssrelief: pity a man whoſe 
ſole crime is to love yow; and not 
repent, though death ſhould be the 
confequence of the paſſion he feels 
One word from you will fave me 
from deſtruction, and animate my 
courage to triamph over the obſti- 
© nacy of pride and ambition. Oh! 
© write that word; and 1 hall be 
„ yours, 8 | 

ep aan 8 © ROMNEY. 
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P. 8. Mrs. Verman's houſekeeper 
« will deliver you this letter: you 
© may truſt her with your an- 
© fwer. Henrtetta welcome tte 
© tears this paper will tell you T 
© have ſhed: they are the tears 
© of love and deſpair; welcome 
© them! Adieu! ö 

ALS, - eee 


of real tenderneſs. 


* 


0 


IE T TER XXVII. 


Hob ſhalt neither die nor de- 
| © ſpair?* exclaimed I, when I 
had read : my hand is a debt I muſt 
and will pay to thy love and gene- 
4 roſity!? Honour and virtue cannot 
s obje& to thee for my huſband: when 
« theſe ſecure me the eſteem of man- 


Find, I will defend my lawful titles 


« to freedom and happineſs. Religion 
« forbids ſuicide and falſhood : would 
not my marrying the man I ſhould 


4 hate he the murder of myſelf? and 


+ the Yes I ſhould pronounce a wilful 
« perjury? My ſoul ſcorns the con- 
< ftraint impoſed upon it's aff-Qtions. 
Thou loveſt mel I ſhall be thine! 
For thee I will brave prayers and 
„ threatenings; I will not know the 
mother under the ſhape of a tyrant, 
« and ſubmit to her deſpotick ſway? .* 

The laſt words were ſtill on my lips, 
when [I received Mrs. Verman's orders 
to ſtep to her cloſet. 

The chearful features ſhe had put 
on cheated me not of my reaſon, My 
knowledge of her thoughts told me of 
a ſcene in which her heart and her 
tongue would be at a perpetual va- 
TIance. pH cr; 

The awful gravity of my counte- 
Dance announcing plainly that I was 
not happy, Mrs. Verman ſeemed to 
feel a concern, and to indulge a look 
She made me a 
ſign to take a; chair and fit by her; 
then aroſe, and-walked penſive, varying 
her mations according tò the aſcen- 
daney which maternal love or indigna- 


tion obtained in her mind. The latter 


at laſt prevailed; but, that it might 


not enforce my diſobedience by pro- 


voking the haughtineſs of my already 
1 foul, he borrowed the mien 
and language of the former. : 
When I condemned you to a few 
© days retreat, Henrietta, I deprived 
« myſelf of a daughter whoſe company 
« and «converſation are my delight. 
© This apparent ſeverity my attachment 
© to you commanded: however pain - 
ful the ſactifice, I hefitated not, fince 
I hoped it would avail to your happi - 
© neſs. 


Here ſhe ſmiled upon me; and, tak - 


ing affectionately my hands in hers— 


© I knew that the reaſon of my 


+ daughter would exert itſelf in the 
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calm of a ſolitude, and reconcile her 
to the defires of a mother who, di- 
veſted of every prejudice, free from 
the blindneſs of paſſion, fees things 
ſuch as they are, and lives but o 


© by this motive, my confent would 
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inſtantly follow your | inchnations 
with you would I'thmk of the pre- 
ſent only, forget the fatal effects of 
an indiſcreet prepoſſeſſion, and make 
no uſe of my experience. 

Were you certain, which is im- 
poſſible, to love, and be loved, till 
age, deadening defire, puts a period 
to enjoyment, I would fill tell you, 
Henrietta, you thall be unkappy. If 
your heart feels paſſions your huſband 
cangot gratify, the days yon mall 
live will be a perpetual tranſition 
from pain to pleaſure; and thi 
though ever ſo exquiſite, will yield to 
the keenneſs of the former. Unleſs 
you are abſolutely diveſted of pride, 


©. 

. 

c 

og 

* 
make you happy. Were not I ſwayed 
o 

* 

c 

« 

6 
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you again, you ſhall be unhappy. 
But you are a woman, Henrietta; 
therefore liable to change, to feel, 
and be deceived. It is with pleaſure 
as with our tafte for plays, mufick, 
and dancing. Who long like the re- 
petition of the ſame amuſements ? do 
they not leave our ſoul in a vacuit 
of ſenſations, although in the mi 
of their pretended. raptures ? 

© Innumerable are our wants, Hen-- 
rietta; their chain is linked up from 
a real paſſion to the ſeemingly inſig- 
nificant caprice: each. has a poig- 
nancy which brooks no privation ; it 
is a torment to wiſh in vain for the 


ſatisfaction of a deſire. You have 


none now but to pleaſe Mr. Romney; 
but to think he loves you: you -ſhafl 
have the ſame ſo long as I attempt to 
deſtroy it. Such is the effect of a 
contradicted paſſion; but does notyour 
reaſon tell you that this very defire 
ſobſiſts only from my oppoſition, and 
that my conſent would - preſent] 

weaken it in your heart? wooh 
your on obſtinacy, would you be 


* deaf to your own intereſt, and engag 


in a marriage of which you muſt and 
ſhall repent one day? Love is like 
champaign ; it pleaſes the taſte, and 
intoxicates the underſtanding. Who, 


from a thouſand inſtances, convinced 


it has ſuch an effect, will truſt only 
to enperience for the certainty of it, 
© or 


28 


© or drink it immoderately, or not re. . 
move the obnoxious bottle from his 
* fight? As the palate is at laſt diſ- 
*'guſted at the bewitching liquor, ſo 
© does any paſſion whatever die away 


4 in the heart of a woman. I except 
none but pride, the ever-faithful 
companion of ſelf- love; which at all 
© times, and every ſeaſon of life, con- 
4 tinues to command, and to be 
* obeyed.” | a 


LETTER XXIX. 


©: ADAM! Madam — 

; And I gavemy head the im- 
patient turn of-incredulity. 
The folemn dignity of my exclama- 
tion, and the ſenſe I marked it with, 
aſtoniſhed my mother. _ 

. Will not religion and virtue ſecure 
my peace and felicity better than the 
© power of gratifying every call of a 
© depraved fancy? You talk. of pride 
© and ſelf- love as the ſupreme rulers of 
our actions: what would religion and 
.virtue avail mankind, were they, far 

from obeying, authorized to violate 


eraſe from his mind the ideas of juft 
and unjuſt, and adopt his pleaſure 
for his only law, would forfeit his 
nature, and be a monſter. My at- 
tachment to Mr. Romney, ſupported 
by the love of my duty, will enable 
me to reach, with honour, the career 
I have to run over. Were I to travel 
it with a man whoſe only merit ſhould 
be his coronet, the ſpectators, under 
the attire, of content, would ſee in me 
the victim of vanity, here and there, 
in ſearch of the happineſs ſne had 
thoughtleſsly loſt. 

Did you live in a community of 
nuns, your eloquence would make a 
very brilliant part in their enthuſt- 
aſtick tittle · tattle. Poor Henrietta! 
bow fallen thou art! I admire your 
morals, and compliment pu upon 
your new · enlightened ſcruples: when 
indifferent, your reaſon was the envy 
of all your — Vou love; they 
are revenged : from their hearts they 
will pity you—indeed they will pity 
you As I hope, however, that you 
are not beyond the power of remedy, 
I give you four and twenty hours to 
argue your ſenſes into their uſual 
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their dictates? The man who could 


fill 


HENRIETTA, | 


your judgment ; it will eafily point 
out to you the means for a prompt 


over, I will be the phyſician myfelf, 


5 
* 
recovery. If, then, your fit is not 
« 
0 


and force a cure an your diſtempered 
brain. Since your reaſon is afleep, 
your mother's muſt be awakened, to 
ſave you from the dangers of infatua- 
tion: it is my duty, and I will diſ- 


© charge it, I know I bave not your 


* 

6 

c 

- 

* 

* thanks for being ſo ſtudious of your 
© happineſs; that your heart rebels 
© againſt the method I take to procure 
it to you: your ingratitude offends 
© me not. As I would not aſk a blind 
* man his opinion of the dreſs I wear, 
© in the circumftance you are, I will 
© not require you ſhould be juſt or able 
* to diſtinguiſh the remedy from the 
<* poiſon: to me it belongs to take care 
© you ſhould not miftake.” 


"And, with a nad uf her head, the bid 
me to retire. 


LETTER XXX. 


6 EIGH-HO!' fghed I, when 
I had got into my room; and I 

leaned a few minutes upon the back of 
a chair: my heart ſo oppreſſed, yet un- 
able to relieve it by the ſhedding of one 
fingle tear. * 
Is it poſſible, exclaimed I, with 


the mournful accent of ſorrow, © that 
© the paſſion I feel ſhould be only a 
© whim which riſes and dies jn our 
+ breaſts as fancy commands} that, 


from my mother's mere oppoſition to 
© my wiſhes, Mr. Romney borrows his 


„merit, and I indulge. my hopes of 


* happineſs! If ſo, of what uſe to us 


© can Reaſon be? Why does ſhe deny 
© me the help ſhe grants to my mother? 


© How came I, though willing, not to 


* — a chimera from reality ? I feel I 


love; every thought confirms it: yet 


I love not! Ridiculous! I am not fo 


© much under the ſway of folly as to 
© be guilty of ſo unreaſonable a mif- 


„take! I love; and Mr. Romney ts 


© the object! 4d | 
I fat down, and took the letter be 


had written; read it again and again; 


and every peruſal added to my eſteem 
and love for him. ö | 
My mother differs from me, and 
objects to my choice] The thought 
my heart with vexation. * The 


© coolueſs and ſobsiety, Abuſe. not + hatred of a mother! My fogl, Su- 


nab, 
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fannab; funk under the fear of that 
hatred. I was inſtantly bedewed with 


tears, and murmured half an bour 


inſt the rigoar of my fate, which 


had placed the diſpleaſure of a mother 


between happineſs and me. 


* 

Mas. Mouhibn, the houſekeeper, 
found me dejected, and in the utmoſt de- 
ſpondeney, when ſhe came into the 
room. The ſpectacle of my ſorrow 
drew ſobbings from her boſom, and 
tears from her eyes: ſhe reſpected my 
Glence, and partook of my agony. 
Dear Mrs. Moulton !—-my mother 
my mother! Ihave no hopes am 
miſerable !—Ske hates the thought of 
Mr. Romney !—Oh! my heart burſts 
with pain! — She threatens —Mrs. 
Mouſton—ſhe has threatened me 
But four and twenty hours has ſhe 
granted to my reaſon for the conqueſt 
of my paſſion! Then, if I continue 
to love, from her I am to expect ha- 
tred and ill uſage—from a mother 
who can endure the fatal ſtroke— 
from a mother ! My virtue is ſhock- 
ed—her anger will be death!“ 

« Your reſpe& for your mother, 
Miſs, I will not weaken : I will ſpare 
your delicacy my judgment of her 
behaviour, However uncommonly 
ſevere, however contrary to the feel - 
ings of a tender parent, you are her 
daughter; I hall not, againſt her, 
vindicate your wrongs: butis ſhe to 
abuſe the authority your good-nature 
8. her over you; to turn to your 

iſadvantagean attachment ſhe ſhould 
reward, and overlook your happineſs, 
to gratify awhim? Therights of a mo- 
ther end when ſhe begins to be unjull : 
no longer can children be compelled 
to obey, or fear the ſting of remorle 
for à rebellion which nature avows. 
The ſacrifice of one's (elf all laws dif- 
approve; that folly can enter the 
heads only of the fools and mad. 
Mr. Romney will juſtify your diſ- 
obedience: malice or envy have no 
darts to throw againſt him, ſo real 
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mother herſelf will not dare to ſhew 
an indignation ſhe could not ſupport: 
although vexed at the miſcarriage of 
a project ber pride had delighted to 
form, her reſpe& for herſelf will 
« {mother it in her breaſt; her pride 
„ itſelf will force her to app!aud what 


_ © the condemns in her heart, Be no 


are his virtves and fortune. Your' 


o 
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: 


COUNTESS OSENVOR, 29 


© longer vneaſy, dear Miſs; relieve that 
© oppreſſed heart with the hope of bein 

© happy; the man you love you ſhal 
© have: let this trickliog tear be the 
© laſt you ſhed." | 
Mrs. Moulton, if my mother could 
forgive, think of the interval between 
her anger and her pardon ] her ſuf- 
ferings my ſoul will partake. Mr. 
Romney's ſmiles, and unfeigned af- 
fe&ion, will not make me unnatural; 
ſtill I ſhall be a daughter, though for- 
ſaken by my mother.” 

© That fituation will be but ſhort : 
what are a few days of trouble to 
years of real miſery? Would you 
marry a man you ſhould hate, in com- 
pliment to Mrs. Verman's cheice?*- + 
Talk not thus! Never would I! 80 
much baſeneſs my ſoul diſdains!* 
Then you mutt be certain to live 
at a perpetual enmity with her. Does 
not her refuſal of Mr. Romney prove 
her partiality to another? You know 
him not yet; but to-morrow——next 
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you with the voice of abſolute com- 
mand, Perhaps a man, exhauſted by 
age and debauchery, without any 
virtues to commend him to your ei- 
teem but the fictitious honours he 
inherited from his anceſtors: you 
ſhudder; the picture may be realized. 
Falſe pride is always eaſily contented; 
it graſps at a ſhadow; a brilliant no- 
thing will ſatisfy it!” 

2 You frighten me! What can 1 
55 a 
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Of two evils chuſe the leaſt. Put 
in one ſcale your love for Mr. Rom- 
ney, with the tranſitory anger of Mrs. 
Verman ; and, in the other, twenty 
years of an inceſſant diſlike and ſor- 
row: weigh well; which will carry 
es 5:5 
My love! my love! No longer am 
I in ſuſpenſe; no longer will I truſt 
my happineſs to the diſcretion of a, 
prepoſſeſſed mother! Was ſhe inſea- 


of the error ſhe ſo tenderly cheriſhes, 
and ſincerely wiſhing to diſcoyer her 


open her mind to the light of reaſon, 
and be happy with her own coriſent. 
Even then, as her denial would pro- 
© ceed from her affection to me, I 
© ſhould wait till every fear ſhould be 
* ſubſided, every doubt loſt in con- 


"© vition ; but Mrs. Verman cannot be 


* deceived; 


week—his hand may be tendered to 


ſible of the evils ſhe expoſes me to- 


miſtake, I might flatter myſelf ta 
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* deceived; ſhe Toves me not; herſelf, 


© and not me, the confiders in the dif- 
© poſal of my hand. Like the volup- 


© tvary, who, ſcorning to pleaſe the 
© taſte of his gueſts, orders his dinner 


to his own liking, regardleſs of 'my- 


© jnclinations, ſhe would force upon 
me the man of her fancy. She is my 
mother: can the name make up for 
© the want of tenderneſs, and bind me, 
© like the ſlave, to have no will to think 
but at the pleaſure of a tyrant? No! I 
© ſhake off the diſgraceful] yoke,and will 
de myſelf. Scruples, away too long 
© have I laboured under your deluſton: 


I will love, and be free. Dear Mrs. 
« Moulton, let Mr. Romney be ac- 


©. quainted with the ſentiments of my 
© heart; let bim know he pleaſes, and 


I will be his: from me he deſerves 
© the flattering aſſurance, Tell him I 1 


© am ſenſible of his love and mei t; 


# tell him-—but no—he aſks a word 


© will write it—fetch me paper and 
© pen—T have been unmercifally de- 
© barred of their uſe. Go! make hafte! 
e T will hear nothing! My foul is im- 
© patient of delay! my lover muſt be 
« — Who knows but this very 
minute he curſes the air he breathes ? 
Ohl let bim not blaſpheme againſt a 


© life Iwill have him to enjoy | Go! 


© Why do you ſtare? Have not you 
* heard me?” | 


„ : | 
My enthuſiaſm, Sufannab, had paſs- 
ed in Mrs. Moulton's heart ; her joy 
at my ſudden reſolve had taken from 


her the powers of ſpeech and motion; 
twice I repeated the order before I per- 
ceived ſhe was unable to obey. | 
Alarmed at her ſilence, ſtill more at 
her frightful ſtupid countenance, I 
ſhook her by her hand; down upon the 
floor came the ſtaring, open-mouthed 
Mrs. Moulton. Her fall reſtored im- 
mediately their activity to her inani- 


| mated ſenſes, » ; 


Lord! Lord! I was ſo ſtruck 


How happy Mr. Romney! What 


« news for him l' 


And ſhe half limped, balf ran out of 


the room for the materials I wanted. 


. © VIRTUE ht be offended,” ex- 
claimed I when alone: it is not a falſe 
c flep. I may, without bluſhing, own 
+ (be paſſion of my heart to the man 


* who feels the ſame for me : coquetry 
© may think it prugent to be falſe. 1 
© Jovez I wilt be true: it is criminal 
to play with the happinefs of the man 
e really believe ſincere and deſery. 
© ing.” 1 RAS 

© He is ſo;'he is fo: I anſwer for 
© him,” ſaid Mrs. Mbulton, who had 
heard the laſt phraſe. 
© Have not Ia better guarantee than 
© your word?“ 48 

And I. ſmiled. 

© You have it in your charms.” 

«© Flatterer !* ; 
I ſat down, and wrote the following 


letter, 
* * 


* TO CHABLES ROMNEY, ESQUIRE. 


© SIR, | q 3 | 
oh I Have ſearched into my heart, and 

found I eſteem you; nay, there 
© often a more tender. ſentiment than 
© eſteem prevails : did modeſty give me 


| © leave, I would name it love. My 


* conſciouſneſs of your virtues keeps me 
* from blotting out the word. I have 
© written it; you may read. I love; 
will not deny it: but of what avail 


is my telling I love you to our hap- 


© pinels? A mother I will write no 
6 more. . * * 


© HENRIETTA VEM AR.' 


LETTER XXXI. 

A TE R the ſtep I had taken, Su- 

A. ſannah, neither my mind nor my 
heart could change, and tamely ſuffer 
the tyranny of a mother. From the 
conviction that my character was, and 
would be free from flander, I grew 
ſtrong and unconquerable. | 

The return of Mrs. Moulton, on 
whoſe features wandered the talkative 
joy of a ſucceſsful meſſenger, and the 
ſight of a letter from Mr. Romney, in- 
creaſed ſtill my courage, and aſſured 
my triumph. | EY 

Mrs. Moulton. would have made 
ſport with my impatience; but, thow- 
ever agreeable to hear, I could not then 
liſten. From her I ſnatched the letter, 
broke the ſeal open, and involuntarily 
kifled the firſt line my eyes fell upon. 


10 


© TO MISS HENRIETTA VERMAN. 
"M Y OU love me! Welcome to my 
© heart are the rapturous words. 
© You love me! My ſoul has paſſed in 
my eyes to read the enchanting ex- 
© preſſion, to intoxicate itſelf with de- 
c ige at the unexpected bliſs You 
love me! No longer am I fearful; I 
brave every obſtacle, and defy the moſt 
«© inveterate enemy! Oh, Henrietta ! 
you have reſtored life to my dying 
« ſpirits: this life is your work; it is, 
andeyer ſhall be devoted to you! every 
thought, every defire ſhall center in 
« you! I will think but to pleaſe! I will 
4 wiſh but to ſee you happy! Not once 
© ſhall you perceivean abatement in my 
« affeQion, in my tranſports! Ever eager 
to gaze, to liſten, to enjoy, my feelings 
© will have the conſtant fire of novelty, 
© What luxuriancy. of raptures your 
« poſſeſſion flatters me with ! Each ſenſe 
6 alternately, all ſometimes at once will 
«© fink under the load of pleaſure; you 
vill ſatisfy their reſtleſs curioſity, and 
© fix them upon your looks, your mo- 
© tions, your words; and, under your 
6 heavenly touch, my happineſs will be 
too exquilite; it will be more than a 
© mortal can bear. You love me! 
How many the pleaſing emotions 
c ſpringing from theſe words! A par- 
6 x ho is not more grateful to the cri- 
© minal condemned to die, than theſe 
s words are to my heart. You love 
s me! you haye made me a man. Mrs, 
$ Verman, though never ſo inflexible, 
© (ſhall yield; ſhe cannot reſiſt the en? 
s 
« 
4 
c 
$ 
og 
s 
c 
s 
$ 
s 
F 
6 
s 
« 


treaties of a lover: if ſhe does, I 


bave a friend, a powerful friend, in 


your heart. Henrietta! liften to his 
counſels, he ſhall not deceive you! 
my bonour warrants the reſolution 
you will form! From me dread no- 
thing but an exceſs of love! I will 
expect paſſion for paſſion l a flame as 
fierce as mine! J hhould be unhappy, 
did not I fee in your eyes the ſame 
ſenfibility my own will perpetually 
betray, Try well thy heart, Hen- 
rietta; and then heſitate not to truſt 
thy happineſs to my care: thou ſhalt 
walk upon the flowers of life; it's 
6 thorns Iwill conceal from thee. 


$ ROMNEY," 


COUNTESS "OSENV OR. 
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LETTER XXXIL.. 
7 H OW rapturouſſy he writes, Mrs. 
Moulton ! How forcible this 
* You have ſtill added to it's energy 
by your manner of reading it. Had 
c Mr. Romney heard you, he would 
© have miſtaken your ſoul for his... It 
« were a pity two ſuch feeling hearts 
* ſhould be parted; they muſt not, they 
* ſhall not, be parted,” 
God only can tear him from my 
heart] I love, Ilovel I am beyond the 
power of a mortal phyſician! My at- 
tachment to my mother will not ayail 
her! It fights not upon equal terms 
with my love! This ſways entirely 
over my heart! No room is there in 


letter l 


other law but it's own can I acknow- 
ledge and obey l | 

© The ſentiments of Mr, Romney 
you have echoed, Thus he feels, 
thus he expreſſes himſelf, dear crea. 
ture! Would you had ſeen him af. 
ter he had peruſed your letter | He 
frightened me out of my wits; joy 
made him abſolutely mad: how he 
talked and ſkipped about! I was nigh 
ringing for the ſervants to come up. 
He minded me no more than if 6 
had had no witneſs of his folly; but 
went on chattering the moſt ſtrange 
things, and kiſſing the comforting 
paper, thus he called it, Poor manl 
© Oh! he loves you dearly. When he 
came to himſelf—** What! are you 
4e there, Mrs. Moulton? You have 
„ brought me life.” And he kiſſed 
the letter again and again. Then be 
© ſit down; and the You love me! 
Vas ten times on his lips for once he 
©* traced it upon the paper. His heart 
« was full; the anſwer was ſoon writ» 
© ten, 
Tell my dear Henrietta, that ſhe 
has made me the happieſt from. the 
„ moſt wretched of mankind, Tell 
her I am at her abſolute diſpoſal; 
* that ſhe may, at her pleaſure, com- 
«© mand my Fortune and my hand; 
«© that no heart ever felt a more ſin- 


% cere paſhon, Oh! Mrs. Mouk 
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* Here the word expired on bis 
: 5 tongue; 
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it for the authority of a mother! Na 
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4 it me. 


32 20, HENRIETTA, 


© tongue; he breathed one ſigh. I diſ- 
© covered thetrickling-tear in his eyes. 
© Like him I was affected, trembling, 
© aut of breath. What more movin 
© than an handſome young man ſhed- 
© ding a tear! though from joy it is a 
6 pain; my ſoy] partook of it.. 

$3 — | 
"NS ern, dear Mrs. Moul - 
© ton, is an omen I welcome; it proves 
« to me, you will be faithful to the inte- 
©< reſts of two lovers who ſtand in need 
« of your help: a tender woman can 
« never be falſe. Tell Henrietta to 
© truſt to my probity; that whatever 
« partiality ſhe may favour me with, 
«« ſhe never ſhall repent of it. I long 
© to ſee her; but how, when, or where, 
© know not: from her generoſity I 
ac expedt that pleaſure; all my attempts, 
46 all my ingenuity, could not procure 
he orders Mrs. Verman 
« has given againſt me are too poſitive 
4% not to be punctually obeyed, Be- 
& ſides, could I get admittance, I 
£ might be betrayed; and my Hen- 


44 rietta would be the ſufferer. I can- 


4% not think to give her one minute of 
4 uneaſineſs. Our indiſcretion would 
« infallibly raiſe her mother's anger, 
© andperhapsexaſperate her beyond the 
«© hope of forgiveneſs. Poſſibly I am 
«« too prudent; but I really love: and, 
% fince my Henrietta's virtue pleads 
« ſtil] for her mother's rights, I would 
„ obtain her hand but when her ſoul 
% ſhall feel no other ſenſations than 
«© thoſe of joy. Sorrow in my Hen- 
% rietta's breaſt would cauſe one ſigh 
<« in the midſt of our endearments, 
«© and poiſon all the tranſports of love. 
«Tf Mrs. Verman's inflexibilty con- 
4e tinues, then, conſcious of having 
done her duty, Henrietta will come 
* to my arms, without one motive for 
4 atear; then our life ſhall be a conti- 


41 nual ſcene of bliſs: let us, for a few 


4% days, a few weeks, reſpe& Mrs. 


„ Verman's denial; no more time will 


«© my Henrietta grant, if ſhe loves me; 
4% it is ſufficient to ſatisfy her deli- 


66 cae y“ 


What! you weep, dear Miſs ?* 
© I do; and with pleafure, at the 


© knowledge you give me of Mr. Rom- 


6 * s ſentiments. How ſhovld not 
© 1 love the man whothinks ſonobly ? 
« But pray go on, Mrs. Moulton.“ 
Then he made me promiſe to con- 
s tr:ye an unſuſpected interview, where, 


in my preſence, he might tell you of 
© his love; and, putting this letter in 
© my right-hand, he ſlid this ring into 
© my left. I bluſhed, and would not 
receive itz but he himſelf put it upon 
this finger, and never would take it 
© again.” 

orgive, Suſannah, if I expatiate 
upon ſuch a frivolous topick : at that 
time it delighted my ſoul; even now I 
remember-it with pleaſure,” 


4 


LETTER XXXIIL 


of en next morning Mrs. Verman, 
mindful of her word, came up to 
my apartment. The two firſt hours 
of my reſt had been taken up by love; 
the remaining nature had invaded, I 
was ſtill in a ſound ſleep, when Mrs. 
Moulton drew the curtains, and an- 
nounced my mother's viſit. 

© What! not yet up! Since Hen- 
© rietta can reſt, her mind muſt be com- 
© poſed, Was ſhe yet wavering be- 
« tween her lover and me, her heart 
© ſhould be awaked: we do not enjoy 
© ſleep in the tumult of the paſſions. 
Have I then found my daughter 
© again?* ' 

And the paſſed her arm round my 
neck to embrace me, : 

Stop, Madam: if tenderneſs is not 
© the real ſpring of your careſs, ſtop; I 
© may not deſerve it.? 
© Is it poſſible your infatuation 
ſhould laſt ſo long? No; your reaſon 
has got the better of a blind paſſion: 
you are my daughter; let mẽ preſs 
you to my boſom; you are in tears 
Henrietta, you will be the death of 
your mother,” 
© To fave one day of yours, dear 
Madam, I would give my whole life: 
far from me the thought of ever of- 
fending my mother! I love you with 
the utmoſt affection. Turn not your 
head from me: to that frown I have 
not been uſed; it is a mortal blow 
upon my ſenſibility. Why ſhould 
we be miſerable, when we can ſo eaſily 
© be happy?” 

And I reſpe&fully carried her hand 
to my lips. e 

Still filent, ſtill an angry look at 
© me! Is my attachment to Mr. Rom- 


* ney ſuch a crime as not to be for- 
given?“ 5 


A new inſult! How did you dare 
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t to name him before me? The man I 
t deteſt!” : | 574 
What vice in him has provoked 
© my mother? Nothing but the fear of 
© my unhappineſs could thus oblite- 
«© rate her generofity, Were he not 
« really unworthy of me, my mother 
s would be more indulgent.” 
His character I do not impeach; 
© he may poſſeſs every virtue others 
© boaſt to have, and have not: but I 
© do not like the man who robs me of 
© my davghter's affection; that guilt is 
© unpardonable.” 
That guilt is only a chimera. 
© None ever loved a mother as I do.“ 
As you do! How falſe ! 
I am not falſe !- God avert I ſhould 
t tell alye to my mother!” 
. © Let your actions ſpeak your attach - 
© ment to me; they ſhall not, like 
© words, jmpoſe upon my credulity : 
© oppoſe me no longer in the only point 
© lever wiſhed to carry. Forget Mr. 
Romney: to that teſt I put your ve- 
5 racity, What! no anſwer!” | 
To prove my veracity, muſt-I be 
© guilty of falſhood, belie my heart, 
and, to pleaſe you, difſemble it's real 
© feelings? My mother ever taught 
© me to reſpect myſelf, I will not 
« feign; I love Mr. Romney!” 
© Preſumptuous girl! I hate you! 
She bit her lips, and ſtamped with 
ee 
R ve word! - Cur 
© not * . — with your hatred!” 
© I ſay it again; I hate you! 
And the flungherſelf out of theroom, 
with the ſteps and motions of the moſt 
violent fury. , a f 


"LETTER xxxrv. 


c 85 . by my mother! From 
© her own lips Ihave heard ſhe hates 
© me!” Dear Suſannah, my heart failed 
me; a cold fit ſeized upon every limb; 
I withed I could ceaſe to love. The 
hatred of my mother, though unjuſt, 
ſtruck my ſoul with terror; my ſpirits 
ſunk under the weight of grief; I faint - 
ed in Mrs. Moulton's arme. 
Her cries ſoon alarmed the whole 
houſe. Henrietta, the young, ami- 


able Henrietta, is dying !* Tbe dread- 


ful news, paſſing from one ſervant to 
another, reached quickly Mrs. Ver- 


mans tar: ſhe ran up with the utmoſt 


precipitation. At the fight of her 


COUNTESS OSENvOR. 
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daughter laying almoſt motionleſs upon 
the bed, deſpair animated inftantly 
every feature; ſhe ſtammered the moſt 
doleful complaints, and breathed' the 
ſobbings of real anguiſh. When I 
opened my eyes, I ſaw her by me be- 
dewed with tears; a prey to the'moſt 

ignant anxiety; too weak yet to re- 
joice at the unfeigned tenderneſs ſhe 
forcibly expreſſed; to utter the grati... 
tude I felt, my looks told her You 
© do not hate me; nature has betrayed 
the mother i' She underſtood their 
language; but would not anſwer it. 
The certainty of my recovery changed 
her concern into a viſible indifference: 
I no longer ſaw but Mrs. Verman; the 
mother was vaniſhed, 


« 


© SHE loves me; yet ſhe will cold! 
© ſee me miſerable !* This thought in- 
cenſed my heart againſt her, and al- 
layed the flutter of my ſpirits : I got up, 
dreſſed, and was myſelf again. | 
Iwill fee Mr. Romney,” ſaid I to 
Mrs. Moulton : * bat let prudence 
* guide the ſtep. Iwill not be expoſed 
© to the cenſure of the world: though 
it cannot diſturb the peace of the in- 
© nocent, it is, however, adiſgrace they 
© ſhould avoĩd. It is not enough to be 
really virtuous, one muſt appear foz 
* mankind are ſo inclined to ſlander 
© and believe. Mrs. Moulton, Virtue 
© herſelf would have the poiſonous 
© darts of calumny aimed at her, were 
© ſhe to come among us under her 
* heavenly form. The ſeverity of my 
mother will have à period: When [ 
Dam free, either the 'play-houſes, or 
the publick walks, will afford an op- 
1 till then I cannot ſee him. 
know I may go to church; Mrs. 
Verman's anger would readily yield 
to her duty: but rather would I die 
than to prophane, with the exprſſions 
of love, the ſacred place of worſhip. 
This crime, though daily perpetrated, 
is no leſs odious my heart abbors 
what my reaſon condemns !* 
< But if your impriſonment is to 
laſt, what will become of Mr. Rom- 
ney? He will die if he does not ſee 


ou. 

5 I will write.“ X 

A letter cannot compenſate for the 

privation--of your company: it has 

charms; it is true; but how weak 

compared to the pleaſure of a con- 

verſation enlivened by a mutual love! 
E Could 


* 
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Could you * contented. with only 
. © hearing from him? You ſigh; jud 

« of his heart by your,own, Would 
© you have him ſuffer when you can 
«, relieve him ?* enn 
How can I, Mrs. Moeulton?? 
- * By recovering your liberty, and be- 
© ſtowing your hand upon him.. 
„He Fall. have it: but. let me firſt 
* try to ſoften my mother; {he may re- 
© lent hen convinced hex oppoſigon is 
4 vain.“ hens e n 

. © If this hope is the praiſe. of your 
c virtue, it is not that of your diſcern- 
ment. The ambitious. have an in- 
« flexibility which takes a ne force 
from a- ſpirited reſiſtance: the con · 
© ceit they are infatuated with, neither 
© time nor reaſon can deſtroy. How- 
© ever, I may be wrong : far from me 
© to-difſuade. you from making the at- 
* tempt., Though now in à ſervile 
© ſtate, 1 have not forgot the virtues I 
t practiſed in an bappier ſttuation. I 
«© approve your reſolution, charmin 
© Henrietta: may it be attended wi 
s ſucceſs!” + ect shit 


— - 


USAN NAH-:! do not you love this 
Mrs. Movlton ? She is no more: 
every day I ſhed one tear over her me- 
mory; every day I am ſenſible of ber 
loſs. Brought up in affluence, and re- 
duced, by unmerited misfortunes, to 
the loweſt ebb of miſery, my mother 
took her into her houſe. Although ſhe 
ſerved, her ſoul was ever independent 
of her fortune : ſhe continued to think 
freely, behave with dignity, and a& 
with honour, The care ſhe had taken 
of my infancy had endeated me to her: 
but though ſhe looked upon me as her 
daughter, ber impartiality always de- 
cided between my mother and me. For 
her againſt me when reaſon was on her 
nde, for me againſt her when it turned 
the ſcale in my favour. Dear Mrs. 
Moulton 1 Iwill not ſtop the trickling 
tear; from me ſhe deſerves it. > 
- $44 10 62 .& * A . 
Two hours had flipped away imper - 
ceptibly in the enchanting tittle-tattle 
of. love, when L heard the rattling of 
ſilk, and immediately ſaw: Mrs. Ver- 
man. The freſhneſs of my complee- 
tion announcing I was well, ſue omit- 


* 


Since you cannot doubt the probabi- 
0 „ = 


«HENRIETTA; 


td the——"How-d'ye-do' and fat by 


For the laſt time, Miſs, I am come 
to eradicate from your mind the er- 
* ror you delight to indulge. 'Your en · 
thuſiaſm is, no wonder: at your ſea- 
© ſon of life, it is in our nature to be 
© the ſport of the firſt paſſion we feel. 
Experience only can ſeparate it's illu- 
ſions from it's reality, by comparing 
the neyw ſenſations with the former 


effects the ſame had upon us. I pity 


your ſituatjen, as I do that of a fool 
ora Tunatick : no more than they, at 
this migute, can yon make ule of 
* your underſtanding + it is ſunk below 
* the power of reflecting. Perhaps it 
* 18 folly in me to attempt to bring 
vou back to reaſon; but I like to yield 
to my tenderneſs, which. whiſpers, 
< that my daughter's condition is not 
yet deſperste. Yes, Henrietta, you are 
© nat yet ſo far gone as to render vain 
© the remedy I will adminiſter. 

No longer will J tell you that, in 
© the ſhort ſpace of a few months, your 
* affeQtions, may vary from love to in- 
© difference, and from indifference to 
© hatred; that it is downright extrava- 
 gance-to. believe in the continuance 
© of a ſenfation, and ſtill more ſtupid to 
found our happineſs upon it. Our 
« paſſions. hate the inſtability of the 
uind. What would your opinion be 
© of a pilot, who ſailing to the ſouth 
© whth a freſb-gale, thinking it not poſ- 


ſible it could on a ſudden ſhift to an- 


other point of the compaſs, would 


© quietly; fall. afleep.at. the helm, and 


© thus voluntarily expoſe himſelf to the 
© danger of a ſhipwreck?, You. eaſily 
© form a judgment of that man; yet, 
© Henrietta,.you will not, ſee you de- 
© ſerve yourlelf from me the very ſen« 


© -tence you Wy" againſt him! 
} 331 | * © 
Our of the innumerable; inſtances 


of the inconſtancy and the power 
< of tbe paſſions, I will give you but 


one. Suppoſe that jealouſy ſhould 


paint your lover to your fancy as un- 
faithful and perfidious: if that con- 


ceit grew inveterate in your mind, I 
© tell you, Henrietta, that, influenced 


by pride, you would, out of ſpite, 


give your: hand to his hated rival. 


What is that paſhon which a fooliſh 


him can eraſe from your heart? 


uy 
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COUNTESS: GSENVOR, 


© ſity of ſuch a changement, are not 
vou utterly convinced, that from our 
c prepofſeſfion only a paſſion gathers all 
it's ſtrength, and that it has therefore 
no reality? A child has fancied a 
© wooden toy; offer him a gold one, 
e he deſpiſes it: you are that child, 
Henrietta... 

Here my mother ſtopped to take 
breath; and ſearch in my looks for the 
effect her ſpeech had upon my heart. 
She ſa but the ſatis faction we neceſ- 
ſarily feel when we hear a ſenfble ora - 
tor. I wondered ſhe could hope to ſi · 
lence à paſſion with words: however 
plauſible the arguments the employed, 
they glanced only upon my mind; I 


continued to love.” 


"LETTER XXXVI. 


F TE Ra few minutes of a fruit- 
1 leſs enquiry, Mrs. Verman went 
on in the following manner. 
have z ſecret, Miſs, which will 
< perhaps cure the wound reaſon can- 
* not heal: if your diſeaſe reſiſts this 
« remedy; I give you over. The Earl 
© Ofetvor loves you. 
The Earl Oſenvor ! 
me:! 8 | ' 
He bimſelf, Henrietta, is the man 
© who was ambitious of deſerving your 
* hand; and to whom I dettined it.“ 
Never did he ſtem to diſtinguiſh 
me ; never did he ſay he loved bat 


You amaze 


with the accent of a flatterer! Of all © 


the noblemen you could name, him 
I eſteem the moſt; his viſits always 


were welcome; to him, without diſ- 


s 
* 
* 
4 
« 
« guſt; I could liſten; not once did he 
« offend my modeſty either with a look, 
or in expreſſion: often have I com- 
© mended the decency of his carriage. 
© He is polite without affectation, witty 
© without ſlander, virtuous without 
„ ſhame. Oh, Madam! you are too 
< inhuman in your revenge! Indeed, 
© indeed; you hate yourdaughter ; you 
have pierced my heart with ſorrow! 
+ Muſt the only man I looked upon as 
© my friend, love me in vain? Why did 
© not you keep the fatal ſecret? My 
* knowledge of it is a new torment: 1 
am unhappy!” | 
* Unhappy! when fortune offers you 
© for a huſband the man you eſteem !* 
© The man I eſteem; but him I love 


35 
© not. ' If his paſſion for me is as fin- 
t cere as mine for Mr. Romney, be 
< miuft be miſerable z my heart bleeds 
© for him!” | 

© Soon he will return from the coun. 


© try: there he went to terminate a 
« family affair; thence: he is to come 


to make, at your feet, the tender of 


his rank. How diſappointed when 
© he k no „ 

He {hall know it from we, Ma- 
© dam.“ a | 25 2 

From you, Henrietta Are you in 
+ ; e 

Lam, Madam: I will not deceive 
© the man I reſpe&; it would be baſe 
© te give him h L hould know to 
© be falſe. Since from me he could 
* conceal his paſſion, it is not. deep! 


'* rooted. in his heart: mine I will tru 


c to his generofty; he has too noble, 
too delicate a foul, to wiſh for an 
* happineſs I ſhould not partake. A- 
< gainſt himſelf he will take the part of 
© my lover; with you he will be our 
© adyocate,* wh ae” +: 

© And not gain his cauſe, were he 
© {ach - — 12 5 1 

© What! would you fill oppo! 
© though he himſelf ſhould > 
© his rights?” 
Never, never will he 
«© them! 27 

© But if he does % | 

But if it ſhould happen that you 
would not dekce it ?? a 

Lord it is impoſſible! | 

How, then, can expect he 
* ſhould be more 2 than you? 
When you overlook his happineſa, 
& will he mind your own? Make not 
© ſuch: dreams, Henrietta, when you 
* are awake. What could gire Lord 
Oſenvor a power over his paſſian, 
* which you are certain uet to have 
© over yours? I gave my word before 
8 you ſaw Mr. Romney: it is ſacred; 
© I ſhall not depart from it. 

© Then we all ſhall be miſerable!” 

© Then it will be your fault, and 
your fault only. Were his lordſkip's 
© manners and morals really worth 
© of contempt, I would have ſcorned 
* to enter into an alliance with him: 
© but you are conſcious of the con- 
© trary; you are perfeAly convinced 
© he deſerves you; your eſteem ſpeaks 
© his merit. Henrietta, from eſteem to 
© love there is but one ſtep. 


oh! 
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* Oh! my beart will burſt with 
ief; 1 have no ftrength for ſuch a 
of vexations l | | 
* You know Lord Oſenvor; you 
© know not Mr. Romney: your love 
* for him is almoſt the work of en- 
® chantment. Like an unknown ſtrong 
* odour, , which, careleſsly ſmelt, at 
once overpowers every ſenſe, his fight 
. © has operated upon your heart: it is 
but an illuſion; Lord Oſenvor's pre- 
® ſence will deſtroy it.” ö 
If it does not — | 
Well, then, I will not think of it; 
* ſuch an effect myſt neceſſarily fol- 
IG LETS 7 TY | 
© Had you my heart, how differently 
you would conclude? You ſpeak of 
© infatuation; I am not under it's ſway: 
| © T am very clear upon the nature of 
my est to Mr. Romney; it 
© has ſprung more from reflection than 
* from my fancy; they have helped one 
* another, and my foul has yielded to 
their united power.” | 
* How unfortunate Lord Ofenvor!” 
How unhappier II He will have 
but bis rs Brings, when 1 ſhall 
* feel for yours and for his. Oh, Ma- 
% dam 8 1325 + 
And I feel + her feet. . : 
* © Pity. your daughter! I love; an 
8 . Gbdinste 5 wiſh Lord Oſen- 
vor were the man Tlove: to reconcile 
© my affections with my duty would 
© be a real bliſs ; but this is only a 
„wish l' | A 
The doleful tone of my voice, and 
dme tears which dropped on her hand, 
ſeemed to affect ſenſibly my mother. 


0 


I heard a fmothered ſobbing, and diſ- 


covered a concern in the ſudden and 
_ panting of her boſom: her looks 
flattered me with her forgiveneſs; I 
thovght I faw the word upon her half. 
opened lip; my ſoul, between fear and 
joy, was upon the wing for it. Nature 
was once more facrificed to ambition; 
the word was not pronounced. Afraid 


of hetraying herſelf, my mother aroſe, 


paſſed her handkerchief over my eyes, 
"and, Ifter a tender kiſs on my forehead, 
went away. > a 


HENRIETTA, 


LETTER Xxxvit. © 
MOT ſenſibility my mother could 
not diſſemble revived my heart, 
which had greatly ſuffered from the ſe. 
cret ſhe had diſcloſed; and the ſcene 
that had enſued. Her choice of Lord 


Oſen vor proved her tenderneſs: had 


ſhe only conſulted her pride, neither 
my taſte nor judgment would ſhe have 
regarded; the old, infirm, and con- 
temptible, would equally have had her 
approbation, ſo that her thirſt for gran- 
deur ſhould have been ſatisfied, Had 
my ſoul been free, no obje&ion could 
I bave made. I really eſteemed Lord 
Ofenvor; and, had he ſpoke when 1 
could liften, I would have thought it 
a glory, an happineſs, to deſerve him: 


but he had not; and I loved when he 


would. 

The offers of men of the ſamerank my 
mother had politely refuſed. Though 
ſhe ſeemed not to watch my inclina- 
tions, ſhe had perceived the preference 
I gave to Lord Oſenvor; and her heart 
had rejoiced at the pofſibility of grati- 
fying both her favourite paſſion- and 
her love for me. This new light on 
her behaviour ſilenced inſtantly the in- 
dignation it had forced into my breaſt; 
I felt a pang of ſorrow for the injury [ 
had done her, and fincerely repented 


of * mjuſtice, 


© T have no wrongs to complain of 
ſaid I to myſelf: Mrs. Verman acted 
the mother when I thought her only 


© ambitious and indifferent. With the 


© world, her choice is her juſtification ; 
© to my eye, as ſhe is perfectly ac- 
© .quainted- with Lord Oſenvor's vir- 
< tnes, and my prejudice in his favour, 
© her inflexibility is reaſon : her ex 

© rience* may foreſee - what I think it 


© impoſſible ever to happen. Try 


« your heart well, writes Mr. Rom- 
© ney. Iwill; and if at continues to 
© feel as it does now, all-my,mother's 
© entreaties will not avail Lord Oſen- 
© yor: but then from her hands only 
© will I receive my lover, This ſacri- 
© fice gratitude commands; and I will 
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LETTER 1. 


HENRIETTA, COUNTESS OSENVOR, 
TO LADY SUSANNAH FITZROY. 


HETHER Mrs. Ver- 
man thought that ſoli- 
tude was more her enemy 
than Mr. Romney, or ſhe 
was apprehenſive for my 
health, I know not; but 
I received an unexpected order to come 
down to dinner. | 
I wiſh, Henrietta, I could find a 
© taliſman againſt the tyranny of the 
©* paſſions; they are the bane of plea- 
© furel Whata change a few days have 
made in our life! We were both ſo 
©* happy! Curſed for ever be the day 
© I went with you to Lady Bennet! If 
I have loſt the heart of my daughter, 
© Jet me, however, ſee her in her coun- 
© tenance! I love you; I want to be 
4 deceived; this deluſion I may one 
* day repay!* 
Doubt no more my affection than 
you would my virtue.” ; 

Put on, then, a look of indifference 
c inſtead of that loving one; I hate to 
£ ſeeit; with the former the deception 
£ will be more natural. Who knows 
© but,in mimicking, you may realize it? 
© How often do not mankind take the 
6 ſpirit of the airs they aſſume? Very 


W 


$ little of prepoſſeſſion is capable of 


$40+$5505+5+23>5+53+ +4444 


= * - a. 


= * N NI £7: 


- COUNTESS OSEN VOR. 


YOLUME .THE SECOND; 


* 


© changing a character, or forming a 
© new one: weall are children from the 


days we think not to thoſe we boaſt 


© toreaſan. | 

© Very few, at every ſeaſon of life, 
have not a particular fol y toindulge : 
like a child's banble, our ſenſations 
have their day; this hour an en- 
thuſiaſt, the next an unbeliever. If, 
among the company I expect, one 
could read your thoughts, Henrietta, 
ten to one he would attract your at- 
tention, and divert you from Mr. 
Romney ; and had he as much ſkill 
as knowledge, that Mr. Romney you 
are ſo fond of might to-morrow re- 
ceive his conge coldly written with 
your own hands. You ſhake your 
head, and will not believe: like you 
I have been young, and had my opi- 
nion; like me, perhaps, an unfore- 
ſeen incident will make you ſenſible 
of your error. | WE. 
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© I was 1 "SF years old, 

© when chance threw in my way a man 
exactly formed to turn a virgin's 
© head; ſhape, features, wit, and ta- 
© lents, he united to a miracle. So much 
© ſuperior, was he to any man I had 
© ſeen before, that my heart, after a 
* trifling defence, ſurrendered to it's 
© conqueror. I thought but of him ; 
«© drefſed but for him; him only I con- 
* deſcended to pleaſe: his birth and 
* fortune agreeing with mine, my pa- 
e — 
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=. HENRIETTA, 
rents approved our paſſion, and grant- 


* ed my hand as foon as it was aſked, 
* The wedding-day was fixed. You 
5 may imegine, Henrietta, how happy 
I fancied myſelf! To marry the man 


»Ibbered! it is the fole real bliſs upon 


* earth! I enjoyed it with the delirium 


© of an intoxicated foul ! Should, then, 


an angel have deſcended from Hea- 


9 yon ſeve not!“ I would not 


© have credited him. 


So 
A hour before the marriage arti- 


| $ eles were tobe unn, I was amuſmg 


e myfelf with a fquirrel 1 liked, and 


„ feeding him with my own hands, 


* when my lover entered the room. For 
© 2 few minutes he partook of the in- 


s nocent diverſion, and helped the little 
„ animal to a bit of a nut: one kiſs 


« was his reward. On a fudden, my 
«. gentleman, very-hkely to try my tem- 


per, fell on the ſquirrel, and, before 


* I could fy to his relief, wreſted his 
* neck, and killed him. This inhu- 
« wanity. preſently beggared my loyer 
4 of all ks charms 1 ſaw in him a 


„ monſter, whoſe preſence was a tor - 


* ment : ſo quickly did my inclination 
4 kaniſb, that I did not even deign to 
* upbraid him with his cruelty}? 
IT ruſhed out of the room, and ſhut 
© the door after me. My father was 
* the firſt I met with as I ran down the 
* ſtairs. The flutter of my ſpirits be- 
* trayed the inward emotion: he took 
* me by the hand, reſſed me to his 
* boſom, and would abſolutely know 
* the cauſe. I could not ſpeak : he led 
me to his cloſet; then a of tears 
* relieved my oppreſſed heart, I be- 
gan to breathe; and, falling on m 


2 knees, entzested him not to oppo 


* the reſolutton I had juſt formed never 
* to marry Mr, Morley. How amazed 
* was my father ! So ſudden an indiffe- 
+ xence ſtrvck him dumb: he miſtruſted 
* tis own, cars; I faw the doubt in his 
books; and twice repeated the ſame 
+ prayer. of 
Heavens! what do I hear! Is it 
5 poſſible! Do not I miſtake! The man 
% you loved half an hour ago 
Is pow the object of my hatred!” 
„ T he tranſuſon is not natural! Wait 


- 
: 


** vil. the fuſt beat of your. ſpite be 
* pee , e 


* 


& Tt ĩs not ſpite but areal cont 
% that man I bor 5 * 
* Ard then I related what had 
© paſſed. 1 


„ What!” exclaimed my father, 


<4 your affect ion for your layer cannot 


«« ovut-live the death of a ſquirrel 2 
% Pfhaw ! ridiculous} When you are 


cool, your love will return.“ 
* yen, and told me—** You are de- 


© It will not! Fancy bad-deceived 


ee my heart ;- this aecident has diſſi- 


4% pated the illuſion: ſince I prefer my 
« ſquirrel io Mr. Morley, I love him 
bags > LE | 

« Such an inconflancy at the minute 
«© yoù were going to be united! What 
« will the world ſay?“ 


What they pleaſe. Ob, dear fa- 


(© ther! ſacrifice not your daughter to 
« the opinion of a fooliſh world!“ 
Who mall appeaſe your mother? 
«© Her anger will be juſt.“ 
« You yourſelf. Defend my cauſe: 
« her love and ber duty warrant me her 
t forgiveneſs, Never did ſhe oppoſe my 


. £6 father's pleaſure,” 


« For a whim ſhall we break a match 


% honourable in I * 


% Think of your daughter's bappi- 
6c neſs 264 1 J "oy 
„ would not make you unhappy; 
J am a father; but * ſome — 
« to reflection; you may repent;” 
% Never! never!“ 
And I bedewed bis bands with my 
tears. Af; 
No longer did my father refit: the 
lawyers were ſent away; and Mr. 
Morley, whom from that minmte 1 
conſtantly avoided, went to France, 
_ apd forgot me. I thought I loved, 
Henrietta yet the loſs of a ſquirre}” 
in one moment deadened my paſſion, 
and convinced me of my error. A 
ſquirrel only! How I would have 
lapghed at theſe who, would have 
maintained that the cafe might hap- 
pen! You fee, however, Henrietta, 
that they would have been right, and 
I abfolutely wrong. We are not our- 
ſelves when we give” way to paſſion: 
from this we receive a pew under- 
ſtanding, with which we fee what is 
not, and form judgments we ſhould 
bluſh for, were we in cool blood.“ 
Scme of the company the expected 
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coming in, my mother whiſpered me 


1 Remember the ſquirrel 4 
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COUNTESS OSENVOR, 39 


LETTER II. 


Suſannah, made a ſtrong impreſ- 
Gon on my mind. 

« Is it poſſible that fancy ſhould have 
© ſuch a. power over our hearts as to 
command their feelings, and that 
© from it our ſenſations ſhould borrow 
© their reality? I have heard men de- 
© fend opinions evidently abſurd ; de- 
© fend them ſo obſtinately as to deſerve 
«© oftener our contempt than our pity; 
© like them, am not I an enthuſiaſt, in- 
© dulging an error from the fear of 
© being enlightened ? Illuſions are ſo 
«© agreeable, who can with for their 
« Joſs? O that ſquirrel! that ſquirrel! 
I vill put my affection for Mr. Rom- 
© ney to the teſt of diſſipation and co- 
« quetry ; leave every avenue to my 
« heart open to infidelty. Lord Oſen- 
vor has true merit; to him I ſhall 
« liſten: ſhould it be only to pleaſe my 
© mother, and take from her a real 
© cauſe to complain and deny, I muſt 
© make a few attempts to be free; her 
« generality will repay me. That ſquir- 

ge y ag; J 
6 rel, how ſtrange l! 


Tax defire 4 being free, dear Sy- 
fannah, was for five hours to me what 
the death of the ſquirrel had been to my 
mother: it took ſuch a poſſeſſion of my 
head, as to cool the idea of Mr. Rom- 
ney, and permit me to ſhare, with a to- 
lerable degree of vivacity, ia the chit- 
chat of our gueſts, I went even ſo far 
as to ſmile at the douceurs whiſpered 


. me, and give them a ſong in praiſe of 


Liberty: I will tell you all; I was 
witty. After this demonſtrative proof 
of indifference, my mother could not 
contain her joy. 
© Never did I queſtion your reaſon; 
© though obſcured, it's light was not 
© extinguiſhed,” | 
Say my tenderneſs for you 
- © T am ſenſible of both. Henrietta, 
s you are my daughter again. | 


- WnaT'weak creatures we are! How, 
readily we run from one extreme to 
another! How. various the ſhades un- 


+ derwwhich we may be ſeen! I do not 


wonder at the different opinions the 
rid entertain of an individual: this 


%. 


HAT anecdote of the ſquirrel, 


n may be eſteemed, in one ſociety, 


kg pilrd in another; and that wo- 


he 


man be mentioned for her indifference, 
when her ſoul burns with all the fire 
of love. The fear I might be miſtaken 
influenced me as ambition does the 
courtier who begs from the miniſter he 
ſeorns; it abſolutely changed my na- 
ture: thoſe who then ſaw me could 
have ſworn to the inſenfibility of the 
ſprightly, thoughtleſs Henrietta, The 

eparture of the molt gay part of the 
company ſoon cauſed a relapſe; my 


imagination, no longer ſupported by the - 


fallies of youth and wit, drew back on 
the favourite object, to fill the trouble- 
ſome vacuity it felt, Like the ſun 
which never appears brighter than when 
it has been concealed behind a cloud, 
Mr. Romney's image revived in 

heart: I ſaw him under the very fea- 


tures I wiſhed him to wear; handſome, 


paſſionate, and ſincere, 

Oh! this is not the way to forget 
© him,” ſighed I: © my attempt has 
added to his charms; my paſſion has 
© increaked; he is the deeper rooted in 
© my heart!” _ | IT, | 

I wiſhed for noiſe to drown the ſe- 
cret whiſperings of love; their ſeduc- 
tion was irrehſtible in the calm I was: 
T liſtened with the ſame complacency as 
I have viewed a picture of Correggio; 
every word, as every beauty, attracted 
my attention, and pleaſed my ſoul. I 
heard Mr. Romney, and anſwered 
him as if he had been preſent; I for- 
o the ſquirrel, and thought of my 

er. 


LETTER III. 


1 reſt of the evening I ſup- 
| rted alternately the different 
Fern? an. I ated; ſometimes exerting 
an uncommon flow of gaiety, and now 
and then ſinking into a reverie, or a ſo- 
liloguy. This tranſition the indifferent 
could not perceive ; but it did not eſ- 
cape my mother's diſcernment, + 
Henrietta, beware of a reverie; it 
© is a poiſon the more dangerous, that 
© it is made of all the allurements of 
© pleaſure : from you I require only an 
© impartial examination of two men of 
equal merit; wait till the preſence of 
© Lord Oſenvor either confirms Mr. 
©'Romney's victory or defeat. If, 
© in the mean time, you indulge the 
thought of your lover, you give him 
s a confeſſed advantage over his rival: 
F © low 


| 
. 
| 
| 


What weak creatures we are!” 


e . 


4 no ENBIED DAS. 


© how can you value his worth, if you 
© have no intereſt, of deſire to know 
CRE ! | 
I doubt Lord Ofenvor's triumph!“ 
That doubt makes too ſtrongly 
© againſthim; itis a prejudice you muſt 
not entertain, otherwiſe you would 
© be both judge and party. I will have 
© your Saffion undergo a fair trial, and 
© be above the fear of forrow. Let me 
© be totally convinced that, your love 
© is not a chimera; but, that my be- 
© lief be rational, you muſt not bribe 
c your reaſon :' let it coldly judge and 
« determine. My conſent I attach to 
4 your impartiality ; deceive me not; 
c Iwill be juſt.” NT | 

Vou ſhall not complain; I will en- 
© deavour to obey.” 


„ Hay 
Tus ſudden turn in Mrs. Verman's 
diſpoſition made me apprehenſive for 
Mr. Romney. gy 5 
She would not ſo eaſily have pro- 
4 miſed her conſent; had ſhe not a cer- 
© tainty, either founded on her contempt 
© of the paſſions, or her knowledge of my 
co] character, that I ſhall change.“ 
Her confidence forced a miſtruſt of 
myſelf into my heart. At that time I 
did not think of the artful, ſnare ſhe, 
had laid for me; I ſaw but reaſon, and, 
Juſtice in her proceeding. By leaving 
me at full liberty to chuſe, ſhe Cakes 
the force of the ſpirit of contradiction 
which naturally riſes or falls in pro- 
portion to the more or leſs reſiſtance it 
meets with: often is that ſpirit the 
whole reality of a paſſion often does 
this, when no longer fed with obſta- 


cles, dwindle into indifference, Whe- 


ther this motive, unknown to me, pro- 
duced my new fears, I know not; I 
took them for the effects of the ſupe- 
riority which experience gave to my. 
mother over me. If the former cauſed 
them, let me exclaim, again and 4h 


Tirrenia 
1 Was juſt awoke from one of thoſe 
1 enchanting dreams which nature, 


whilſt reaſon is aſleep, does ſometimes 
favour our ſenſes with, when Mrs. 


Moulton tiptoed to-my bed, 


1 vi * 


* 
q 


** 


This ſhe ſpoke with the ſtammering 
of a criminal. N 

« Forgive youl* © 

.I was amazed, and ſearched for the 
truth in her look. 2 | 

What have you done, dear Ma. 
«© dam,. that you implore my forgive. 
© neſs? You ſmile!lf 

© Some news from my lover,'thoughtT, 

© Come, trifle no longer with my cu. 
© riofity : what brought you here?” 

A couſin of mine; the uglieſt fel. 
© low my eyes ever beheld : half of 
© his face he left in the fields of Ger- 
© many, and one arm in Canada. He 
© has heard you was one of the pretti- 
© eſt women in England: and ſuch is 
© his eſteem of beauty, that he comes 


from Dublin on purpoſe only to ſee 


© you,” | 7 
© To ſee me! Fye, Mrs. Moulton !' 
Les, Madam, to ſee you: and ſo 
© prevailing his entreaties have been 
© upon ine, that I have promiſed ta 
* procure him the ſight of your charms, 
© He waits in the next cloſet, where L 
© have locked him, for the moment. you 
© deign to appear, In faveur of the 
© motive, pity my poor .couſin's imper- 
© tinence: beauty is his foible ; he 
© would travel tg Conftantinople, were 


© he certain to have a glance at the fa- 
© yourite Sultana,” . : 4%. » 


This is downright madneſs : and 


you think I will receive his viſit? 
One minute only; he begs no more; 

© will you grudge one minute when it 
© can make a man happy??? 

A couſin of yours, you ſay ?*- 

© Thus he calls himſelf. He aſked 
© the ſervants for his couſin Moulton, 
© and was ſent to me. He was ſo full 
© of you, that I had nat the heart to 


_ © trouble him for the proofs of his be- 


© ing of my family.“ 

| © Thereis ſome myſtery in this: could 
it be Romney?” As I made this reflec- 
tion, 1 ſlipped a gowh on, and was ſoon 
dreſſed. Mrs. Moulton had ſuch. a 
grave face, that I did not know what tao 


think. 


I ſtepped to my dreſfipg : ron. 
„Shall I, Madam, bring the man ta 
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And then entered the monſfer. 
Although warned of his deforgfity, 
1 ſhrunk three paces back with terror; 
and, turning my head, with my hand 
bid him to go. ee ee at 
On, Henrietta!“ G e 
At the ſound of the well-known 
voice, I wheeled, about : it was my 
lover. The large black patch which 
corered his face he had taken off. 
My ſurprize was great; my jcy Rill 
reater. 5 . . , « +++ + S 
What! is it you?? 
My heart betrayed itſelf in the few 
words I pronounced. ” 
6 1 [ have heard you forgive, thus 
, * 


I will remain.“ 
And he fell at my feet. 

Do I want to fay 1 do?? 
lle cquld not miſtake my expreſſion; 
he aroſe. How my heart panted! My 
hand lay trembling in his; the agita- 
tion of his ſpirits was equal to mine: 
for five minutes he could but figh, but 
gaze; but ſigh and gaze again. 89 
tender a ſcene, Suſannah! it was the 
Arſt, it has been, the laſt, my ſoul ever 


Enjoyed! | 
n 


N ſuch a confuſion Mr. Romney's 
unexpected fight had thrown my 
ſenſes, that, being no longer able to 
ſupport myſelf, i was nigh falling, 
when he received me in his arms, and 
placed me upon an elbow - chair. What 
a tenderneſs the languor of our ſpitits 
ſpreads over every motion, all over our 
countenances l It ſeems that thaſe mi- 


nutes belong particularly to nature, ſo 
ſtill and ſilent are then both reaſon and 
modeſty, My eyes wandered on 


lover with an unſpeakable delight ; not 


once did the fear of being ſurprized by 


my mother intrude; of me my heart 
only felt; and it's feelings were thoſe of 
love and pleafure. Like mine, Mr. 
Romney's eloquence conſiſted not in 
words; he talked the ſame language I 
did; without the help of our tongues 
we expreſſed and anſwered our mutual 
ſentiments. | N 

Mrs, Moulton, in bathing the tem- 


ples of my head with Hungary water, - 
which al- 


diſordered the handkerchie 
ready was too careleſsly paſſed over my 
boſom, The fight of my breaſt ani- 
mated Romney's eyes; I ſaw by the 
motions of his lips a deſirxe to kiſs it ; 


— 


then Virtue whiſpered—<Bewate of thy 
* ſenſes, Henrietta | beware of thy lo- 
6 er TRE diffuſe ſo ſubtle 
a poiſon as—" "Virtve ſtopped: 1 uns 


derſtood her. An gir of dignity blend. 


ing itſelf immediately with that of love, 
cooled the temptation in Mr. Rom- 
ney's heart. His reſervedneſs charme 

me; the more ſo, as he could not doubt 
his pardon had he durſt to offend, So 
reſpectful and diſintereſted a lover de- 
ſerved a reward. I forgot the hand- 
kerehief, wiſtied he would be leſs ge- 
nerous, and turned half my bead: as 
Modeſſy inſtantly claimed her rights 

my gratitude was a dead virtue ; Luſt 
reward him with words; with a few— 
© Flove you !—=WhitI will ſay, T will 
« feel: this will compenſate for the kiſs 
© he has loſt.“ „ 


- OT: IR 
Ms. Romney had thrown himſelf o 
his knees before me, when Mrs. Moul- 
ton attempted to keep my ſpirits from 
ſinking. There 1 Nee e ſo 


pleaſed was he with his ſituation, it 


would have been a needleſs ſeverity to 
deprive him of it. My hands I left in 
his: his diſcretion made me overlook 
fayours I would not have granted, had 


he too viſibly ſet a value upon them. 


This is, Henrietta, the very firſt 
© day of real happineſs I ever lived: the 
© emotions you could nat ſuppreſs, I 
© have enjoyed to a pain. My Henri- 


c etta loves me; no other bliſs am I de- 


© firous of. Say you love me, that I 
© may not think I dream. I am happy, 


© happy ſo much beyond my expetta- 
© tions, that I fill fe p 
Say you love me!? 


ear to be deluded. 


I hefitated, Sufannah, to p onounce 
the myſterious words—* I love you!” 
not that I was afraid that my heart 
would belye my tongue; but education 


has given theſe words ſuch a ſenſe, 


ſuch a character as to intimidate. Be- 
fides, does not the I love you, like 
poſſeſſion, deaden deſire in a man? It 
takes from his ſoul the fiery activity of 
ſuſpenſe. When certain of the 'bliſs 
he panted after, like a hero in time of 
peace, he falls aſleep under the laurels 

he has got. : 
How ſad, on a ſudden, that Mr. 
Romney, whole features had the mo- 
ment before boaſted his happinefs, and 
expreſſed the delirium of pleaſure ! Men 
are great fools; fo are we, Suſannah ! 
If, after what he had ſeen, he could not 
F 2 doubt 
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doubt my tenderneſs; after what I had 
written, my ſcruple was ridiculous, I 
itied him, and pitied myſelf. 
P A , bee. 
KReſume your ſpirits, Romney: I 
2 ſove you.” es - 
© Is it then true?“ 
©. © Oh, tov true!” 9 45 
„That too” is intolerable ; it is 
©. torment to hear it: either it ſuppoſes 
© a fault in me, or a fear in you not to 
„be happy. 1 

It does neither : I eſteem you; there 
© fore entertain no - apprehenfions of 
© that kind. But my mother, againſt 
you, fayours another man. She in- 
* fiſts on my ſubmitting my paſſion to 
© a fair trial; to judge between Lord 
« Oſenvor and you; to be certain that 
« I really love, before I give my hand. 
© Her conſent is the price of my compli- 
4 ance with her deſires.” 

Pid you tell Mrs, Verman you 
© Joved me?” 
© I did; and could not conquer her 

© incredulity. By obeying her, I ſhall 
© be yours: by diſobeying, I may loſe 


© you.” 


41 ſhudder at the thought of that 
© trialz it is not a fair one, ſince my 
© rival will be eee with you, 
© and I am forbid your fight. Who 
will talk for me? l 

© My heart, and your virtues.” 

He would tell his gratitude : it was 
too great, the words expired on his 
lips. I rejoiced at my anſwer, ſo hap- 

y it made him. | 

5 Dear, dear Henrietta !* 

And he carried my hand tohis heart. 

This beats only to you: it is ab- 
© ſolutely yours. Never ſhall it" re- 
© ceive an polls but of love: there 
© no other paſſion will diſpute your 
6 ſway.” 

All your fears are now ſubſided 
« you will not wait with anxiety the 


- event of the trial?“ 


And I amorouſly -fmiled upon him. 
s How could I calmly hope for ſuc- 


* ceſs, when my Henrietta is the price 


« of the conteſt? An earl for a rival! 


© Henrietta, 1 8 if I fear; it is an 


© involuntary offence; it proceeds from 


© the greatneſs of your value, and my 


«. mſignificancy. An earl !' 
© You are a man: 18 there a nobler 


title? Have a cate, Sir; humble me 


not, by thinking I may diſdain vir- 
tus for the [axe cf a falſe grandeur, 
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© and ſearch for happineſs in the heavy 
6 ſcenes of life“. 

© I have heard of Lord Ofenyor ; his 
© reputation. is an honour to his rank ; 
© his virtues have added a new luſtre to 
a name already deſervedly famous by 
© a long ſeries of noble anceſtors, He 
© 1s not only an earl, but a man, ſuch 
© as you deign to call me: two ſo great 
© advantages united in the ſame perſon 
0 


© —frown not, Henrietta—I have ys 


fears; I am filent,? 


LETTER VT. 


HOUGH my lover ſaid © I ha 
no fears,” a tear betrayed the 
perplexity of kis mind, 

© Can you queſtion my word? Is it 
thus you eſteem me? Oh, Romney 
© be not unjuſt: your deſpondency is 
© an inſult I will not brook!? 

© I love; you are the object: how 

© ſhould I be eaſy? Reflect on the 
© power of my enemies. Lord Ofen- 
© yor at a perpetual liberty to watch, 
© andmake the beſt of your ſenſibility 
© your mother perpetually ſpeakiog-hiy 
© praiſes, and abaſing me.” 

Am not I your friend, Romney? 
What will opportunities and my re- 
ſpects avail them, when my heart ig 
for you?” | 
Abe ardent officiouſneſs of an ami- 
able man, and the inſinvating careſ- 

ſes of a mother, may weaken a paſ- 

fion, and give it another turn, There 
are hours fatal to lovers: my happi- 
neſs is ſo new!* | ; 

Romney! Romney! 

© Be not angry at the tears I fhed, 

at the fears I cannot diſſemble. Had 

you only your beauty to boaſt, how- 
ever perfect, I might hope it would 
cauſe but admiration: your wit, your 
good ſenſe, your talents, Henrietta, 
theſe are the qualities which call for- 
cibly fox the love of the ſenfible, and 
fix you for ever in their hearts. Who 
could love, and not ſtudy how te 
leaſe, to affect, to engage your af- 
ctions?“ | 
© But if they are already yours, can 
they be another's? Are our hearts ſo 
inconſtant as to change and vary thus 
from feelings to feelings ? I believe it 
not. I am more generous than you, 
5 Romney: it is wy happineſs to — 
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© any other woman than me.” 
This confirms my fears.“ _ 
© Why ſhould I foreſee what, may 


© never happen, when, at the moment 


J live, it may make me unhappy?? 

Four reaſon is too cool; you love 
* me not,” 210 7 4 

«© Ungrateful. man ! Is this the re- 
« ward of my affection for you? 
I could not ſtop the tears which his 
ſuſpicions forced from my eyes. 

© My reaſon was too cool !' To k 
it ſo, what did not I ſuffer! How 
many the ſigbs I had been obliged to 
ſmother, the ſobbings to ſuppreſs, the 
fenſations to diſguiſe! © You love me 
* not!” His, injuſtice was not to be 
borne? it pierced my ſoul to be thought 
falſe. I got up to fly from him; he 
took hold of my apron, and with the 
wild look of deſpair— 

© Stay, Henrietta l ſtay, and forget 
your wrongs, or this minute my life 
will expiate for them. Life I (ſcorn, 
© if you forgive not. I have been guilty; 
* but I love: I am not myſelf, Henri- 


© etta! Say you pardon! my ſoul is 


6 upon the rack; relieve it from the 
s agony it endures!* - 

By you was I to be taught pain! 
Should it have been forced into my 
© heart, after I had faid—< I love you, 
* Romney!” A puniſhment for reward! 
From you did I deſerve it? 

Remember not my offence ! it ſinks 
© me below the man and the lover: let 
* one fmile, charming Henrietta, an- 
© nounce it is obliterated.” 


© You never will miſtruſt me again?” 


© No, never!” 

I offered: my cheek : why ſhould I 
diſſemble with thee, Sufannah ? Upon 
his lips I ſealed his pardon. 

4 After this, Romney, be convinced 
© you have nothing to fear.“ 

Now, faid Mrs. Moulton, that 
© you underſtand one another, you muit 
3 for a few days take a farewel, 

© Why for a few days, Mrs. Movl- 
© ton? Cannot I, to-morxow, under the 
© ſame maſk 

To this day's calm a ſtorm may 
© ſucceed. I fear Mrs, Verman's vigi- 
© lant eye: your viſit to me ſhe, will 
* know, and not ſuſpect; your next ſhe 
* may aſcribe to her daughter. You 
© would be undone, were ſhe to ſur- 
© prize you. A different garb muſt you 


©* aflume when you come again: Iwill 
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© and ſend him away.” 

© Both poiſon and balſam are in youg 
6 words.” | x 

A. noiſe we heard in the library join= 
ing to my dreſſing-room, announcing 
my mother, Mrs. Moulton puſhed his 
towards the door, | 

But the kiſs, the kiſs1* ) 

© Take it.“ 2 

He did, and went away, 
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c O ENV O Rl thou haſt no chan 
© or I know nething of mx 
c heart!“ | OS 
With this exclamation I ſat down ta 
— toilet. The languor of my eye 
told too loud I had ſhed tears, I rated 
their indiſcreet chit-chat. 
All is ſafe: he is gone,” whiſpers 
ed Mrs. Moulton. | 
© But theſe eyes will betray me, 
© Though happy, I cannot give them 
© their uſual vivacity.” 
© Well, cannot you ſay you have 
© the head - ache? 
© T have ite 2521 „ 
© Since truth offends, and falſhaod 
only can pleaſe, what other languagy 
can you fpeak? Would you, Poon 
inſignificant lye, break your mother'y 
heart, and hazard your own happi - 
neſs? That vice is oftener à virtug 
than we think.” 3 
No circumſtance whatever Fan uf. 
tify it, Mrs. Moulton, It may be 
commendable to keep in our hearts 
a deſtructive truth, when there is ng 
neceſſity of telling it; but if it is 
aſked, and we are obliged to anſwer, 
it is baſe to conceal it, To what a 
contempt of myſelf my mother expo 
ſes mel | 
« This moralizing, dear Madam, 
will not enliven your eyes; it is the 
worſt remedy you ora think of, 
the only one, I ſwear, that cannog 
cure. Come, cheer up your ſpirits, 
and behold the fine proſpeQ that lies 
before you. A young, handſome, 
and ſenſible lover: days of content; 
© nights of raptures! You ſmile; this 
© ſmile is the very elixir which will 
„ brighten your looks: it has already 
operated: caſt a glance at this glaſs; 
© no need is there now to pretend an 
head - ache“. 
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How you talk! . 
As you feel, Henrietta. But hark 
Mrs. Verman is coming.“ in 
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— LETTER VII. 


* E LL, Henrietta, how does 
| c your heart? . 
Always the ſame, Madam.“ 
There is an obſtinacy in your diſ- 

© temper which requires an uncommon 

medicine: Lord Oſenvor will find it, 
© I hope. | | | 
From his hand I will receive it. I 
© anſwer not for the effect. | 
It is Lord Oſenvor's buſineſs to 
© prepare it ſo that it may cure; yours 
© 1s to take it.” 

However doubtful of his abilities, 
© will liſten to the phyſician.” 
That is enough, Henrietta; I aſk 
no more. His lordſhip will be here 
to-day or to-morrow. This letter I 
have juſt received from him, You 
may read it,” 
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| © TO MRS, VERMAN, 
© MADAM, _ 


"of 1 Have happily, and ſooner than 1 


© expeQted, finiſhed the buſineſs 
which called me here. It would ſeem 
as if Love, in my favour, had ſpoke 
to Fortune, ſo readily did ſome knaves 
at law forget their diſhoneſty, and 
make matters eaſy. Had not their 
deities come betwixt theſe jugglers 
and me, many months might I have 
been kept a victim to their inſatiable 
avarice, . 8 
© No other affairs have I now but 
thoſe of my paſſion for the lovel 
Henrietta: they are of the e 
moment; to them only will I attend. 
Free from the mortal cares which 
troubled my mind, I will give way to 
the feelings of my heart, and think of 
mph This ſhall be my ſole 
dy : but, alas! I almoſt deſpair of 
ſucceeding. Though endowed with an 
exquiſite ſenſibility, the charming 
Henrietta is gay and indifferent; never 
ſeriouſly would ſhe liſten to a decla- 
ration of love. She has ſuch a con- 
tempt of my ſex, as to diſtruſt, if not 
to poiſon, the trueſt proofs of the in- 
clination ſhe inſpires. She believes 
we are all falſe and immoral; that our 
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© language is rather the diſgrace than 
© the praiſe of beauty. Who can flat. 
© ter himſelf to alter ber opinion? The 
man the ſhall love may: who elſe, 
© without her partiality, will not ſigh, 


talk, hope in vain? 


Was friendſhip the ſole ſentiment 
© I indulged, from my memory of her 
© behaviour to me, I could think ſhe 
« favours me with hers : though de. 
© lighted at her diſtinction of me, it is 
not love; and this only will ſatisfy my 
© heart. | | 
Her. looks, the preference ſhe gave, 
told me Thad no rivals: perhaps, had 
I durſt to preſume, would 1 have 
1 ſhe really eſteemed me; a 
compliment the more flattering, that 
it 8 be the reſult of her 
reflections, that ſhe was extremely 
cautious not to miſtake in her judg- 
ment. She eſteemed me; yet, when 
I ſpoke of love, T was immediately 
loſt in the crowd of her admirers ; 
then would ſhe either anſwer my paſ- 
ſion with wit, or with a ſeyere look 
condemn it to filence, What a con- 
tradition! Could I alternately de- 
ſerve, and be unworthy of her eſteem ? 
She loved me not, Madam: this is 
the key to her conduct. Henrietta 
ever acted "rev to reaſon ; her 
delicacy I applaud. Sweet girl! 
would | could melt her ſoul with ten- 
derneſs! Fortune has given me all 
that a mortal can wiſh for: but if ſhe 
does not crown her favours with this 
bliſs, they are of no value; of no 
avail to my happineſs. I ſhall be 
miſerable in the midſt of riches and 
grandeur; nay, below the envy of 
the poor who can boaſt a woman's 
love. No true delights are there in 
life but thoſe of natural defire ; but 
thoſe we procure and partake of: the 
other, not the heart, but the ĩmagina - 
tion, enjoys. 

Upon the promifes you made me, 
. Madam, when I left London, I to- 
tally depend; but, before I claim 
them, teach me how to pleaſe, how 
to deſerve your daughter; her cha- 
rafter you have formed; you muſt 
know your own work. Has her ſoul 
no generous foible which a lover can 
turn to his adyantage? Miſs Verman 
never could, without being unhappy, 
© hear of another's diſtreſs ; often did 
© a tear betray her emotions. Will not 
her pity of my' ſufferings affect 7 
' « ſtil 
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6 till more? That pity I have, Madam, 
& ſeen ſeveral inſtances of: pity has 
« many times dwindled into love. This 
© thought. has revived my hopes: I 
« will order my chaiſe, and fly to Lon» 
s don. I am, Madam, &. 

6 OSENVOR,? 


LETTER IX. 


DWICET had offered back to my 
mother Lord Oſenvor's letter, and 
twice had ſhe refuſed it, with—* No 
© partiality,- Henrietta; no. partiality : 
Keep your word.“ | 

I read, and with as great a compo- 
ſure as I could naturally aſſume, re- 
turned it to her. f 

She laid her finger upon my heart. 

© How does it beat now ?? 

I feel yet no difference, Madam: 
© that letter has only confirmed what 
© I knew before; Lord Oſenvor's me- 
« rit, love, and delicacy. Would he 
£ were happy! 

© Is not this a concern—? | 

Of gratitude only: that concern I 
© cannot deny him.” PID 
Well, if this concern, fo tenderly 


© expreſſed, he cannot change into love, 


© either you are not to be cured, or he 
© thall have but himſelf to charge with 
the loſs of your hand. Come, Hen- 
« rietta, diſſenrble not: thy heart is big; 
© thy eyes are crouded with tears; vent 
* thy grief by throwing it off on thy 
© mother's boſom . 

Indeed, Madam, I have no grief to 
6 eale.*. | 

Henrietta! that tear; does it mean 
* nothing ?” 


And with a kiſs ſhe ſwept that tear 


Way. 5 f 

I had not, Suſannah, felt that tear 
trickling down my cheek. I fighed, 
and turned my face from my mother. 

© Be not aſhamed of that tear; it is 
© an honour to your heart; ſuch a ſen- 


5 ſibility is virtue itſelf: in it's favour , 


I almoſt forget your love is for Rom- 
* ney; your pity for Oſenvor. True 
* generality has a great power over me, 
* Henrietta—deprive i thee not of the 
* pleaſure of ſhedding a tear; it is the 
tribute of a noble foul to an unhappy 
man of merit. n 2.5 2/5500 

„ Iwillowwit; his letter has affet᷑t- 
f ed me: it is a torment to: fee miſera- 


$ b me man we eſteem. Could he be 


Feanor“ 


* contented with my friendſhip, no wo- 
man could be happier than I: 
Judge of his feelings by your owng: 
© Henrietta.” 
* He may have a greater command 
of himſelf ; I am but a woman.“ 
Like yours, his paſſions are inflexi= 
ble; like yours, his reaſon is weak : 
no ſuperiority has he to boaſt, We 
all are the children of the ſame na- 
ture!” 
* Are there no degrees in ſenſibility? 
Do we all feel alike?” 
We do not. When our hearts are 
really enflamed, our affections are 
violent, laſting, and the ſame, in both 
ſexes: when they proceed from fancy, 
they partake of it's nature, either 
ardent or weak; but they all, in gene · 
ral, end like a quick fire, which is 
ſoon deſtroyed by it's own activity. 
There are whims, taſtes, caprices, and 
a hundred more infignificant inclina- 
tions, which, in their novelty, have 
ſometimes the appearance of the paſ- 
ſions; but paſſions they are not.“ 
May not Lord Oſenvor lay under a 
miſtake ?? 
Is it poſſible, Henrietta? But why 
© ſhould not you be deceived yours 
ce ſelf ? T 
Our caſes are different.” 
© How 1s that?” ) 
We ſeldom love when we have no 
hopes to move and engage the object 
we are ſmitten with: ſuch hopes 
Lord Oſenvor never could entertain; 
my indifference was too evident; his 
reaſon could not conceal it from him, 
But Mr. Romney's looks told me L 
might love: I had an incentive; his 
lordſhip had none.” | 
Paſſion argues not thus, Henrietta; 
it has no need of encouragement; 
when the heart is affected, the head 
adviſes not. Could they liſten to 
wiſdom, would mankind be ſo often 
under the ſway of folly ? Such as la- 
bour under an imaginary diſtemper 
may reaſon themſelves into health; 
but the fick—thoſe who are real] 
fick—on my word, dear girl, I wi 
Lord Oſenvor was among the for« 
mer. * 2 
That with preſages my happmeſs ; 
from my mother's lips I have heard 
Fan q „ % 
Moderate thy joy, Henr̃ietta; thou 
mayeſt not be among the ſick: time 
6 will diſcover which of us is l 
J w_ 
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1 
* till then let me doubt, fince J leave 
© thee at liberty to think and feel at 
© thy pleaſure, Whether really in love, 
T or unknowingly indifferent, forget 
not to conſult thy glaſs for the dreſs 
E which becomes thee the beſt, I will 
© have you under arms againſt Lord 
4 Oſenvor's arrival, Henrietta; you 

© muſt appear with all the ſeductions 
© of art and beauty; not leave behind 
© any charm that may captivate; you 
© muſt ſtrike both his heart and his 
© fancy: the leaſt negle@ I will look 
< upon as an attempt to diſpleaſe; as 
© an effect of your prepoſſeſſion for 
© Romney, and a violation of the agree- 
ment between us. 

Would not this be a very ungene- 
© rous proceeding, Madam? Why 
© ſhould I enflame the man I love 
© not?” nb” 
© You may love him : you know not 
© what changes the defire of pleaſing 
© makes in a heart.“ | 

© Did not you bid me to be impar- 
4 tial?” f ; 

© did.“ 

© When you expect ſuch wondrous 
© effects from the deſire of pleafing, 
© cap you command I ſhould make uſe 
of it?” 

That defire, Henrietta, will be the 
© counterpoiſe of your taſte for Rom- 
© ney. By behaving thus, you ſhall 
£ keep him and Lord Oſenvor in a juſt 
balance. 

© You would not have me play the 
© coquet ?” 

© As far as modeſty allows; no far- 
© ther, Henrietta.” 


As far as medeſty allows! Did ever 


© modeſty allow to be falſe ?” 

How came you, Henrietta, to aft the 
reverſe of what you thought, when 
© you firſt ſaw Mr. Romney? At that 
©'time was not you falſe? Did not 
© you uſe the arms of coquetry? Have 
you forgot the city-fop?” 

© Tt was then an innocent weapon: 
© T-employed it not to hurt, but to 
c ſtrengthen, the paſſion of the man I 
© thovght I loved, to ſecure our mu · 
5 tual happineſs.” 

© You are grown of late, Henrietta, 
* immenſely refined in your notions ! 
© However, I beg you would inſtantly 
© compliment me with their diſmiſſion, 
5 and:behave as a woman of ſenſe: if 
s you do, rely on my favour; if—" 


My mother imothered the threaten» 


HENRIETTA, 


ing; but I gueſſed it in the atcent of 
her voice, 

I have a few letters to write,” re. 
ſumed ſhe, more calmly: * get ready 
© againſt threez we dine at the Counteſs 
„ Meyers." | 


LETTER X. 


| AI TER ſome obſervations on my 
mother's behaviour, which my 

reſpe& for her did not permit me to 
ſcrutinize, I rang for Mrs, Moulton, 

© I want your opinion, dear Madam; 
give it to me with fincerity; flatter 
© not, In me, ſee not your Henrietta, 
© but a ſtranger; who, conſcious of 
© your wiſdom, begs earneftly to be 
© enlightened upon the ſituation of her 
© heart.” | 

© Speak; I will be true.“ 

© My mother's incredulity, (I dare 
* notcall it ebftinacy, or want of ten- 
© derneſs) makes me ſometimes miſ- 
* truſt my own ſenſations: the is fo 
© poſitive that I love not; that Lord 
© Oſenvor will invade in my heart the 
* room which Mr. Romney occupies 


there; that ſhe amazes my mind, and 


* forces a doubt upon me. Spite of 
© myſelf, I hefitate between her afler- 
tion and my feelings. Is it in her 
© art or reaſon? Does ſhethink as con- 
« fidently as ſhe talks? Am I really 
© inſenfivle, though with all the ſymp- 
© toms of paſſion about me? From 
what you have ſeen and heard, you 
© have certainly formed your judgment. 
What am I?” | 
Mrs. Moulton could not help laugh« 
ing at the grave looks I had put on. 
© How odd that queſtion, Henrietta l 
© Are you in earnelt ?* 
Indeed I am.“ 
And I ſighed. | 
© Does not that ſigh convince you 
* that you love ?* 
© It may have another cauſe z anſwey 
© me plainly.” 
Are you ſure that you love? 
© Do you take me for a mad girl ?® 
© As well — you, Henrietta, 
© doubt your exiſtence, than to doubt 
©. of your love: the latter is as much 
« proved as the former.” 
- * Tf it be ſo, why does my mother 
© continue an unbeliever? Can ſheflat- 
F ter herſelf to reaſon me into iaidifife- 
/ 6 rence? 
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rear? Were the paſſions like on. 


« nions, ſhe might hope to ſeduce me 
by the ſuperiority of her wit: her 
< eloquence could make me a eonvert ; 
paſſion is not ſo eaſily overcome. Al- 
« though I am ſo fo 
« ſhe has not yet been able to perſuade 


me; only a few doubts, which ſpring 


rather from my tenderneſs to her, than 
s areal uncertainty, have perplexed my 
mind. | 
Send the impertinent intruders 
< away, Henrietta: believe your. own 
heart it cannot deceive you.” 
Ho cruel to teare me thus un: 
« mercifully! to teaze me to no pur- 
poſe l for Mr. Romney ſhall be the 
man! What a contraſt in Mrs. Ver- 


4 man's late conduct towards me! As 


© her ſeverity made againſt her, the 
grew complaiſant and tender. How 
$ artfully, in our laſt converſation, ſhe 


_ © encouraged my pity for Lord Oſen · 


vor! She increaſed. it by her infidi- 
< ous language; by the. ſtill more in- 
< (idious ſhare ſhe affected to take in 
my concern for him. The tear I ſhed 
was her work; ſhe laughed, I dare 
« ſay, inwardly, at the foible the had 
created in my breaſt: though it was 
there before, it lay-filent; ſhe gave it 
life, and diflolyed it into that tear. 
Lord Oſenvor needed not her help to 
* move me in his favour; I have a 
© true ſeuſe of what he will ſuffer, and 
my ſoul unfeignedly partakes of it: 
© I am unhappy to have inſpited kim 
« with a paſtor I cannot return.” 
When he ſees he cannot pleaſe, he 
© will ceaſe to love; a few months ab- 
© ſence will compleat hie cure. We 
do not defire long what it is not in 
© our power to obtain: truſt to time 
and your indifference; they will 
„him back the liberty he has . 
Were he ſo deſperately enamoured 
< as to brave their united efforts, well 
then - 

© What then, Mrs. Moulten ?? 

She ſmiled. "Pe 

He may take a leap from the top 
of his caſtle: what a celebrity it 
would give to your chars !* 
Can you bunter when I am fo 
< yexed? What is become of thoſe feel - 
< ings Talways admired in you?” 

© I do not laviſh them upon imagi- 
© airy diftreſſes,” 


of pleaſing her, 


© Are thete any greater than to love 
© in vain! How miſerable I ſhauld be 
as Mr. Romney inſenſible!” 

© I am ſorry, for your ſake, it is not 
© faſhionable to have two huſbands 
© that would at once eaſe you of all 
Y 2 anxieties: you could take Mr. 
Romney for love, and his lordſhip 
© out of pity.“ wt 

* Ridiculous!” * . 

© Forgive the word, dear Hentirtta 3 
* ftill more ridiculous it is to torment 
© yourſelf, as you do, when you ſhould 
7 enjoy your on happineſs: you alone, 
of your ſex, can be grave upon ſa 
<* trifling a ſubjet. Had you twenty 
Lord Ofenyors in your train, yon 
© ſhould leave them all to their fate : 
© you can love but one man; the reſt, 
< 1f their paſſions are real, may honour 
by your wedding-day by piſtoliag them< 
© ſelves before your window. Be not 
< frightened ; they will not do von that 
< favour: for hat I know, Lord Oſen- 
< vor may the next day pay the uſual 
© compliments, and wiſh you joy, 
Come, deat Henrietta, clear that brow, 
ind let us talk of your lover. 


LETTER XI. 


HERE was ſo much reafon in 

1 Mrs. Moulton's humour, that T 
_ to think it abſurd to feel fo warm 
iy for the man I did not lovũe. 

© How ſhall I brhave with him, Mes. 
* Moulton?” * 
With your wonted generoſty, Hen- 
rietta. Of your inſenhtibility men ean - 
not complain: you are not obliged 
to love, but to be juſt. 
My mother bids me to receive him 
© as a lovery to exert all my pa wers of 
< pleaſing,” | 

And by this means to add to his 
<£ wretchedneſs, and drive him to de- 
< ſpair: that order is inbuman; virtue, 
not your mother, you muſt obey. By 
following the dictates of the former, 
you free your heart from remorſe: & 
© mother forfeits all her rights when 
© ſhe commands what it is « diſgrace - 
for her daughter to perform. Mr. 
© Romney's attachment takes from 
© the neceſſity of being falſe: not one 
© excuſe does it leave you to palliate 
the debaſement = your character, If 


« you 


a «a a 


» 


* you have any reſpe& for yourſelf, 
8 — for Lord Oferivot: be true: 
© though you ſhould raiſe your mother's 
© anger, you cannot Be unhappy with 
«© the conviction of having ated agree- 
c ably to virtue, | = 

© Theſe are the thenghts I ever in- 
© dulged, Mrs. Moulton: but will 
© Lord Oſenvor believe me? ; 
© ]t is not natural he ſhould ; what 
s 38 his incredulity to you? Ke 
A ſpring of new vexations it ſhall 


| © be; he—my'mother—both will con- 


ſpire againſt me! I fhall be loaded 
«with troubles!” | Ty * 
Would not you deſpiſe the man 
© who would thus repay your genero- 
4 ſity ? I know your ſpirits, Henrietta; 
« they never will bear tamely with an 
<. undeſerved perſecution ; the troubles 
c vou fear ſhall not affect you; your 
© foul ſhall be entirely inſenſible of 
them. Remember you are an Eng- 
© liſh woman, and not a ſlave: remem- 
© ber that, at your pleaſure, you may 
4 be happy, and preſerve the eſteem of 


+ the world. Let Lord Oſenvor ſigh, 
talk of love, and rave himſelf itzto 


© madneſs; let your mother threaten: 


4 your firmneſs will at laſt remove the 


© former, and ſoften the latter; if not, 


© take counſel of your heart, and be- 


4 Row your hand on Mr. Romney. 

4 His lordſhip may come every mi- 
© nute; it is time my irreſolution ſhould 
© have an end: every thing is weighed; 
I am fixed; be the conſequence what 


© it will, your advice I will follow 1? ' 


LETTER XII. 


OU br fe not, pr v at the 

tual wavering of my mind; 
it's — — Shar reaſon 
eafily' reconciles. Irreſiſtible are the 
ebb and flow of the ſenſations carried 
from the heart to the head; in vain 
would we indulge this or that z we have 
no choice to make; an unexpected paſ- 
fion will intrude, and hurry us away 
from the thought we cheriſhed. Thus, 
by the power of concurring circum - 
ſtances, we have in the fame hour two 
ſouls the reverſe of each other. 


The paſt made me apprehend for the 


future. However determined I was to 


execute the plan I had formed, ſhould 


it not have the fate of the former? My 
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miſtakes had ſo (cloſely followed one 
another, that three times IT put that 
queſtion to my reaſon; and as often did 
it anſwer a negative. Near two hours 
I employed to ſettle that point; and, as 
I had attentively conſidered it under 
every ſhape, I was overjoyed at the vic · 
tory I got. | x» 

No, exclaimed I, © am I prepared 
© to meet every obſtacle with courage, 
© and to act after my own heart! No 
© Jonger ſhall I be blinded either by 
© pity or filial love, and ſubmit to the 
© diſcretionary authority of a mother 
ho would readily ſacrifice my hap- 
6 prop to her ambition! Diſſimulation 
© I will not make uſe of; I will pride 
© in my feelings, and Lord Oſenvor 
© ſhall be acquainted with them. If, 
far from reſpecting my paſſion, he has 
© the baſeneſs of availing himſelf of 
© my mother's conſent, then, as he ſhall 
© be unworthy of me, contempt ſhall 
© be my revenge“ us 

This reflection animated my reſiſt. 
ance, and cleared my mind of the in- 
tolerable pain of uncertainty. Iwalked 
in my room with a lighter ſtep: my 
breath was more free; it ſeemed as if it 
ſprung from pleaſure; and not with 
coquetry, but decency, I adviſed for 
my dreſs; bars te: 


by 


| . | = 
LETTER XIII. 


WHEN my watch told three 
o*clock, I went down to my 
mother's; my air was eaſy; and in my 
content prevailed. beats, 
1 do not like that gown, Miſs; it 
© 13 more rich than elegant; it thickens 
6 you ſhape; - not theſe two months 
© have you worn it! How came you to 
© fancy it to:day?”. ; a 
© thought the colour modeſt; there · 
© fore very becoming.“ 
© Strange conceit ! I wiſh you would 
© ſpeak your qwn- language; this is a 
© borrowed one.” => 
From my mother I did not expect 
„ü tw ⁰ůͥm Q 4 
Vou did not that r * 
And ſhe ridiculouſly mimicked the 
tone of my voice, 35 
That tippet good God) Why do 
© not you put on a ſattin handkerchief ? 
© it would not have been more incon- 
© ſiſtent with your dreſs and the * 
a 0 
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8 of the day I-believe the girl is mad | 
Pray, take it off!! Wh 

Would you haye me be without 
one? | 
78 not? Is it not the faſhion ? 
« Would it alarm your virtue?“ 

It would indeed, Madam !* 
That virtue muſt not be very ſe. 
© yere which a nothing could ſo eaſily 
« endanger!* 

I made a low curtſey, and ſtepped to 
the door. She aroſe with paſſion; and 
Ropping me by the arm— | 

Where are you going?“ 
Into my room, till you deign to 

„ talk to your daughter !* | 

How ſhe-coloured, Suſannah ! 

© Is this, Miſs, an anſwer to a mo- 
© ther?” | 

I kept ſilent. 

c Bold girl!” 

And ſhe returned to her chair. 

I made a motion to open the door. 

4 « Stay!“ ; 

I obeyec | 

- ©. Whence your unuſual pertneſs, 
© Miſs ? Is Mr. Romney your maſter ?* 
From you I ramen | irq ; 
This I did not ſay, Suſannah; I 
ſmothered it on my lips. 

© Lord what a change that ſtupid 
© paſſion. has made in your looks and 
© ſpeech 1 I ſhould not wonder to ſee 
« you ſoon a Methodiſt ! You will cut 
© a moſt venerable figure among the 
© brethren! Ah! ah ah bie, Hen- 
« rietta! fiel Are not you aſhamed of 
© the impertinerit form you appear un- 
© der? What is become of that pride 
© which at all times. preſided at your 
© toilette, and made you diſplay every 


© charm? You did not then bluſh at a 


© man's wanton eye: that eye you en- 
© joyed with complacency, and always 
© took-it for praiſe," 

Then, Madam, dreſſing not my- 
© ſelf. to pleaſe a particular object, I 
© conformed to faſhion, though inward- 
© Iy I thoughtiit wrong.“ 
And fo, Henrietta, the eager looks 
© of an hundred men offended your 
© modeſty leſs than would have done 
* thoſe of the only one you would have 
been defirous to pleaſe ? This is re- 
© fined indeed! 

I was hardly ſenſible of a coquetry 


© which no man could boaſt to have 


* cauſed: my heart, then innocent, 
* would now be guilty; I will not 
ITT 1 


© make uſe of an art which my virtue 
© diſapproves. | 
© Is not Mr, Romney, rather than 
© virtue, the: cauſe of ſo ſudden a re- 
© form in your manners? 

© Both have determined me, Madam: 
© fince I love Mr. Romney, virtue for. 
© bids me to pleaſe another man.“ 

© That Romney you never ſhall 
* marry!*. 
Lord Ofenyor ſhall neyer be my 
© huſband l | 

No longer could Mes. Verman con- 
tain her fury ; ſhe vented it in the moſt 
contemptible expreſſians: ſhe forgot 
abfolutely the mother, to ſhew me the 
tyrant, 

Too long have I,” ſaid ſhe with an» 
ger, too long have I indulged your 
© obſtinacy, and diſguiſed my real ſen- 
timents, in hopes you would ſee and 
abjure your error. Till now I have 
employed only the language of per- 


not to command: fince reaſon. and 
my tenderneſs have no power over 
your conceited heart, ſince you are 
dead to the feelings of a daughter, 
and glory in your contempt of me 

I will bid, and ſhall be obeyed. , f 
will preſent Lord Oſenvor to you; L 
will watch your looks and your mo- 
tions; if they do not anſwer my ex- 
pectatious, for ever I renounce you; 
my fortune ſhall be my niece's; from 
this houſe you ſhall immediately de- 
part: then, proud girl, offer a beggar 
to the arms of Romney; receive ot 
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by making it dependent of a man's 
generoſity!” | 


And ſhe flung herſelf into her cloſet, 


LETTER XIV. 


M 8. Verman's threatenings, Su- 
| ſannah, had upon my heart a 
effect ſhe did not expect; they hardene 
it againſt her, and confirmed my reſo- 
lutions. a3 
© Since upon conditions only I have 
© 2a mother, why ſhould I, in her favour, 
© make the ſacrifice of myſelf ? When 
© ſhe ſcorns her duty, and can think 
with indifference on expoſing me to 
© miſery, is not the tie which bound us, 
© her to love, and me to obey, effec - 
© tually broken? It is lucky I had that 


G2 tippetz 


ſuaſion; I wanted to convince, and 


bread from his pity ; debaſe thy ſoul / 


| 


CN 
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+ tippet; it has helped me to an - 
6 x 5.08 I could — long ſearched for 
© and not met with; at another time I 
© might not have had the ſame courage; 
6 — this, my love for Romney, an 
«the ſhame of recanting, will make 
„ unaſterable.* “ 
I had juſt finiſhed this internal ſolilo- 
vy, when a ſervant came to let us know 
tk the coach was at the door, I point- 
ed to him the cloſet : thither he went. 
© ] have changed my mind, ex- 
claimed my mother; I will not go 
* out, Tell Henrietta to retire to Her 
® room.” | 
With pleafure T heard that order. 
At that inftant a loud rap exciting my 
uriofity,, I ſtepped to the window. 
ord Ofenvor! I ffew; but, before E 
reached the frair-caſe, I met him on 
the top. "ooh 
Charming Henrietta!“ | 
And he would have kiſſed my hand, 
Had not I prevented him with an air of 
Gignity and a ſevere look. 

Pray, my lord —-— 
Heavens! what do I ſee?? 
And he drew back, wondering at the 

Eoolneſs of my behaviour. 
© My mother, my lord, is in her 


# apartment!” _ | 
| Teurtfied; and to my own I went, 
LETTER XV. 


© more am I the timorous wo- 
man you thought me to be, 
© Mrs. Moulton ; I have behaved with 
© the intrepidity of # hero! | 
And 1 told her my ſcenes with Mrs. 
Verman and his lordſhip. 
Fortune has befriended you, Hen- 
® rietta z make yourſelf worthy of her 
favour, by exerting all your.reaſon in 
* ſupport of ſo happy a beginning. It 
* is of no ſervice if you relent: the 
* moſt difficult of your part is over; 
E the reſt 18 eaſy to perform.” 8 
© F will play it well; 1 have ſpirit 
© enough to face either of them: my 
® happineſs is at ſtake; that induce- 
ment makes my ſucceſs infallible, 
© Fear not, Mrs. Moulton; far from 
© decaying, my teſolution will daily 
© gather a new ſtrength. Since in the 
© two laft encounters I got the victory 
© over myſelf, fince I could bravely 
att and ſpeak, my heart is invincible, 
. © and my mind unchangeable.“ 


8 


»Let me embrace you, Henriettr: 
© jn thoſe noble ſentiments I know you 
again; now you talk and feel ag 
6 yourſelf.” * 

Do not you think they are at this 
© inſtant plotting againſt me? Lord 
© Ofenvor has certainly told her the re- 
© ception T gave him! How ean ſhe 
© take it?” 3. 

It is not eaſy to gueſs; the fitua- 
© tion is extremely puzzling! 1 dare 
© fay. Mrs. Verman will gild that re- 
© ception ſo as to make it a matter of 
© indifference; and that he has already 
forgot it. You may be ſare ſhe has 
© not made him a confidante of your 
© paſſion for Mr. Romney.” 

© Fearful T ſhould declare it myſelf, 
© ſhe may be before-hand, and give it 
© as a fooliſh prepoſſeſſion which will 
© neceflarily vaniſh with the abſence of 
© the man who cauſed it. That ſectet, 
© diſcloſed by me, might diſcourage 
„him: coming from her with the 
* falten of wit and humour, it 
© loſes it's poiſon, and beeomes a mere 
6 wills” e 
She is too well acquainted with the 
character of a true lover to have ven- 
© tured that diſcovery: however ele- 
© quent and artful Mrs. Verman, I 
© dvubt the could lull his fears aſleep. 
© A lover, Henrietta, is a being of a 
6 ny ſpecies, which knows no 
© laws but his paſſion : had he no rea- 
© ſon te be unhappy, te would imme- 
© diately create twenty for thinking 
© himſetf ſo.” 48 n 

© Perſuaſion is on my mother's lips, 
Mrs. Moulton p and a lover credits 
© eaſily what he has intereſt to be; 
6 heve.” 

© The apprehenſion it is not, is ever 
© the uppermoſt in his heart; but, I 
* muſt own it, wit has great power: 
* beſides, paſſion has ſo contradiftory 
© ſhades; ſhe may have ſpoke; he may 
© have believed.” DO TO IO 

A ſervant came: the dinner was vp- 
on table; they waited but for me. I 
had a mindto preg an head-ache. 
_ © They will think I fear; that Fam 
© ſtill wavering.* bi 8 8 ting 

This reflection decided me. £ 

© They will fee, Mrs. Mouton, that 
I am ſteady," COT e 

If you come back conqueror, you 
© may afterwards deſpiſe your enemy. 


LETTEE 


; 
)- 
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"LETTER XVI. 
M* 8. Verman behaved with the 


pliantnefs of a politician, who 

at the call of felf-intereſt adopts natu- 
rally a new voice and new manners. 
Though the did not treat me with her 
vſual familiarity, ſhe aſſumed enough 
not to let his Jordſhip fuſpe&t a mifun- 
derſtanding between us. As to him, he 
was at firſt lad, uncertain what looks he 
mould put on, what language he ſhould 
k; but miſtaking the gaiety FE af- 

ed for a deſire of pleafing, he grew 
chearful and very entertaining, A 
myſterious eye I ſurprized him caſting 
vpon my mother convinced me he knew 
my inclination; and the ſmile which 


. fucceeded it, bis belief it was only an 
inſignificant whim. 


© You will not find it fo, my lord.“ 
This anfwer 1 did not make, but 
wrote it legibly in my countenance, 
Left, from what I appeared to be, he 
mould lay a claim to my heart and the 


liberty of complimenting me with his, 


I ſank gradually into a reſerve which 
tattered him not, either with an op- 
portunity, or the hope of ſucceſs. I 
governed my ſpirits with ſuch a dexte- 
rity ſo long as the ſervants ſtaid, as to 
make their fall extremely natural when 
they were gone. 

1 could have fpared myſelf the trou- 


dle af that gradation; for we were not 


five minutes alone before they were, 


Reminglys as dejected and ſtupid as my- 
ſelf. : 


How to open the converſation upon 
the topick they had at heart, they knew 
not. He begged, by his looks, ſhe 


would begin; and her wink expreſſeda- 


Take courage, my lord. For ſhame!” 
and, © You are a man]! 
After what had paſſed before dinner 


my mother feared to venture the Fr 


word, leſt her pride ſhovld be humbled, 
and her authority over me put in queſ- 
tion, 

After a few ſu ch 6gns of encourage- 
ment, 'Lard-Ofenvor opened his lips; 
but there his reſolution died away. 
It entered my head to tell him his 
thoughts and my own; my reſpect for 
Mrs. Verman oppoſed the fancy. I re- 
mained ſilent. 

My prefence may intimidate him. 
© He will talk if I go.“ hee 


S.-4 6 


This notion I eaſily gueſſed in m 
mother's ſudden ſtart from her chair, 
and careleſs departure from the room, 


* 

Now I am OS. de be plagued,” 
faid I to myſelf; ©finee it muſt be ſo, 
© it ſhall be, however, with pleaſure, 
© I will banter, lay Romney afide, and 
© defend myſelf with wit.” f 

Lord Ofenvor's confufion continuing 
to diſable his tongue 

Why, ſurely, I may not hear of 
love if I chuſe; let me find a ſubje&, 
© and-keep it up. Why ſhould not 
© love itſelf be the ſubje&.” 1 

This idea, for it's boldneſs, pleaſed 
my reaſon. I conſidered it. a 

It is the beſt I could think of. 

His lerdſhip's more animated eyes 
announcing the end of his baſhfulpeſs, 
that ſoon he would dare to talk, I got 
up; and, after à turn or two in the 
room dad aa 
© I hope you are not ſick, my lord.“ 
Siek! not I, Madam.” 
Then you are in love; for I know 
no other caufe which could make 2 
man of your vivacity ſo penſive. I 
doubt not but the object of it is wor- 
thy fo uncommon a reverie: my pride 
makes me think fo, elſe it would be 
offended at your filence.* - < 
© I love, charming Heorietta; I love, 
it is true: fince you underſtood me 


© ſo well, cannot you gueſs the wo- 


© man?” 

Well, I am amazed that the gal- 
lant Lord Oſenvor has not already 
told me I am that woman. I ex- 
cuſe you, my lord: when men feel a 
real paſſion, they muſt neceſſarily loſt 
their falſe civility : you was not ſo 
diſcreet as formerly; had I had then 
the imprudence to believe you, how 
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But fatisfy my curioſity; tell me the 
woman, Iwill not betray you.” 
Oh, Henrietta! can you miſtake 
another for yourſelf?” CES 

Had you faid this at firſt, it would 
hare been very much a+propbs; but 
now it is unſeaſonablte. How could 
I be pleaſed with a compliment I have 
forced from'you ?' Come, forget the 
courtier for the man of "honours 
uſe me as a friend; I hate a flat- 
terer. * & 4 1 ct * ö 
© On my honour, I ſwear that F— 
Stop, my lord; Iam determined ne- 


2 


9 © a „„ a a 89 


ey 


miſerable this minute 1 ſhould be? 


— 
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y 
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© his di 


6 ver to believe the oath of any man 
Whatever.“ = 
What a contempt of mankind!” 
It is ajuſtonezyou go mylord, 
© helped me to that reſolution.* 
© 1! Heavens! how could I?* 
© By talking to me of love, and not 
feeling it. Remember the daily decla- 
rations you made me during ſeveral 
months; reconcile them, if you can, 
with the coldneſs and levity of your 
mm every word was belied by 
your looks; at every viſit you was 
guilty of the ſame falſhood; the odious 
contraſt at every viſit offended my de- 
licacy; ſince, at that time, you could 
ſport with my judgment and your ho- 
nour: but it matters not, you acted like 
the man of the world, and I knew his 
character; I laughed at your pretend - 
ed paſſion, and eſteemed you for your 
virtues.” 
© You loved not, Henrietta; hence 
your error: you could not be the judge 
of my looks and feelings; had you been 
- intereſted to believe them ſincere, you 
would not have thus miſconſtrued 
them; they were the genuine effects of 
my love for you.“ 
© Goon, my lord. Love is a charm- 
© ing topick; like flattery, it does pleaſe 
© theear. You ſhould have, however, 
© thanked me for having rouzed you 
„ 
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from your lethargy 
To Hear you talk in this manner is 
« ſtil] worſe.” 

Do you intend this for a rehearſal 
© of the part you are to perform before 
© your miſtreſs? Or do you act only to 
C Lil the minutes of a tedious tete - A- 
C tete?? 

Although the tone of my voice was 
not ſo expreſſive as my words, his lord - 


ſhip ſaw an inſult in the jeſt. Indigna- 


tion forced a colouring on his cheek. 

« My lord,” ſaid I to myſelf, has 
© more peace than love; he will outlive 
appointment.“ | 

An involuntary. laughter accompa« 
nied the reflection I made. 125 
Am ſo contemptible in your eye as 
not to be believed?“ 1 

Indeed, Suſannah, from the indigna - 
tion he could not ſuppreſs, I did not ex- 
pe ſo moderate a queſtion. = 
Except upon matters of gallantry, 
© my lord, I ſhall never miſtruſt your 
s yeracity.” | | 

© What could induce me to ſay what 
I did not feel ?? - h 
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The want of diverſion. Cards, plays, 
* Ranelagh, leave ſometimes à vacuiy 
© in your heart, which is always agree. 
© ably filled by a converſation with a 
* young woman. You talk of love for 
© the ſame reaſon that we women chat. 
© ter about filks, ribbands, and hair. 
* dreſs. The days muſt ſlip away, no 
© matter how,” 

© If you do not ſee a lover in his re- 
© ſpe and paſſion, at what ſigns can you 
© know him ?” 

So wellcounterfeited, my lord, are 
© now reſpe&t and paſſion, that hardly 
© is there knowing the true from the 
6 falſe.” 

© Yet you. have 

He pauſed. © Now for Romney,” 
thought I. I was deceived. His lord- 
ſhip was too proud to do his rival the 
honour of mentioning his name. 
© Does not, dear Henrietta, my cha- 
racter warrant my ſincerity ?” 
© What has your character to do with 
the tittle-tattle you indulge? As well 
might you give it as a proof you ride, 
dance, or ting well. Tell me of a 
young, ſprightly man of faſhion, who 
does not glory in cheating a girl of 
her diſcretion ? Who will not proſti- 
tute the moſt ſolemn oath in ſupport 
of the moſt inſignificant opinion ? An 
ang is no better argument than a 

ett. 
And you confound me with theſe 
men, Henrietta ! Am I ſo low in your 
efteam ?* ; 
© Indeed, my lord, I eſteem, ſincere- 
ly eſteem you: but why ſhould I think 
you free from the foibles inherent to 
your education ? Are they not looked 
upon as a prerogative of your rank ? 
Men are tenacious of- their rights ; 

eſpecially when they favour their paſ- 
ſions. | 
© I will ſay but one word; it will 
convince you: let us call your mo- 
ther and a clergyman; this minute L 
am your huſband.” _ 
And he fell at my feet. 

On my word, my lord, you have 
excelled in this ſcene; you have 
brought it to a perfection Garrick 
only can boaſt; you have his looks, 
his motions, and his fall; I admire 
Jon: but now that the farce is over, 
et us play a more rational comedy; 
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I will join with you in any part that 
diſcretion and modeſty = ſuffer m6 
to perform. 
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6 Inſults 
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- © Tnſults vpon inſults! Is this the 
language of Henrietta to the man who 
4 doats upon her!” a 
And he claſped my knees with both 
his hands. | 


If you will not ariſe, my lord, and 
© be yourſelf again, I will leave the 
room.) g | 

© You will—" 

: And he looked wildly at me. His 
countenance frightened me, I puſhed 
my "chair back with violence; and, 
leaping to the chimney, rang the bell. 
Po you fear me, Miſs ?* 

I dick not anſwer., My mother en- 
tered the room. | 

© What's the matter? you rang as 
© for an alarm !* 

My lord will explain it to you, 
Madam.“ ö 

« Curſed love!? 

This was Lord Oſenvor's. 

I left them together. 


LETTER XVII. 


ID not I, Suſannah, come off 
handſomely from that unpleaſing 
interview? I muſt own it, Lord Oſen- 
yor gave me a ſuperiority which I might 
not have boaſted, had he been tender 
and paſſionate; but his flights from 
love to indignation kept my ſpirits to 
their height. In the ſame circumſtance, 
Romney would have affected my ſoul; 
his pride would have been filent in a 
ſcene conſecrated to love. | 
A nobleman has a natural haughti- 
neſs, impatient of reſiſtance, Uncon- 
trouled in his defires, the proyoking 
facility he has of ſatisfying them makes 
him a child, from the man he was, 
when he meets with an unexpected op- 
oſition. With other men, the reign- 
mg paſſion commands; with him it is 
ſubſetyient to twenty, whoſe. fooliſh 
delicacy a nothing will alarm and irri- 
fate. 


He loves himſelf more than me; 


£ therefore he will be ungenerous.” 
This concluſion, like me, Suſannah, 
you would have drawn. I prepared 
myſelf againſt the hurricane I foreſaw 
I ſhould be expoſed to; and the follow- 
ing letter from Lady Bennet confirmed 
my hopes I _ not - wr by it, 
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© TO MISS HENRIETTA VERMAN. 


© DEAR HENRIETTA, 

£ MY nephew has told me his hap- 

© pineſs; he feels it as he ought; 
no greater can fall to the ſhare of a 
man. Thanks from me you do not 
expect; they would not repay your 
favours. I have but that nephew) 
you only I wiſhed for my niece; the 
day, when your hands are united, I 
will think the moſt fortunate of my 
life, From my knowledge of your 
mother's character, Lam certain you 
muſt not rely on her fortune; it is 


our joy as you ſhall be fully con- 
vinced of Romney's diſintereſted love, 
and my real affection for you. Make 
not yourſelf uneaſy through a falſe 
delicacy; it would be an inſult upon 
us; your tenderneſs, and not grati« 
tude, we want, . 
Lord Oſenvor, Mrs. Verman thought 
of for your huſband: however dan- 
gerous ſuch a rival, I forgave not my 
nephew his fears. After you had 
© ſaid I love you, Romney,” he 
could no more doubt you conſtancy 
© than your inclination, 

«© Theſe words from her lips,” have 
© I told him, “were a ſecurity it was 
%a prophaneneſs to queſtion.” ö 

© He caſt his eyes down, was aſham- 
ed of himſelf, and fighed— 

«© Never will I be guilty again.“ 
In Romney, dear Henrietta, you 
will find real probity, and a fincere 
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ligion and law, Though with four 
thouſand a year of his own, andthe 
abſolute command of my purſe, not 
once yet has he deſerved the cenſure 


patronized vice, He partakes of all 

aſhionable diverſions as a man, and 
not with the enthuſiaſm of a diſſolute 
youth. His judgment he formed by 
travelling; not like our great men, 
either drunk or aſleep, or careleſs of 
inſtruttion; but ſtudying with atten. 
tion and impartiality the genius and 
manners of the nations he viſited 
Did I know, dear Henrietta, a fault 
© in his character which could - cauſe 
© one hour of trouble in your whole 
© life, I ſhould think it incumbent upon 
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me to warn you of it; his happineſs 
6 


would 


loſt to you; this aſſurance increaſes . 


love for the duties preſcribed by re- 


of men; not once ſlandered virtue an 
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T would diſregard, to fave you from 
4 forrow, But 1 diſedver none capa- 
© ble of affecting your peace, and ſtop- 
ping che cburſe of your ſelicity; on 
7 ay word, I know none. 0 

- © If Lord Oſenvor's aſſiduity is trou- 
© bleſome, think of the remedy. Our 
arms are open to you. - My dear, 
6 lovely Henrietta, Adieu. mY 

61 IM. BENNET.” 


p. S. I love you. Theſe words 
only does my cruel aunt permit 


© ROMNEY, 
LETTER XVIII. 


$ ERE is a ſafe retreat againſt 
H £ the ſtorm, Mrs. , 
Would not it be prudent to ſhelter 
into it before jt comes? 

What a coward you are!' 
I ſhould not like to encounter a 
© danger I might avoid: there may be 
$ heroiſmy in braving it.“ 
|. © There is none, Mrs. Moulton: it 
© is a falſe glory which the brave diſ- 
s dain.“ 
- © Soyou are determined 
To wait till the ſtorm begins.“ 
To wait till the ſtorm begins! It 
< will be high time, then, indeed, to 
think of a refuge. 
+ © I may be in no need of it. Many 
4 incidents may diſſipate it before I am 
unable to endure it. I have told it 
you, Lord Ofenvor loves me not. 

< You are pleaſed to believe ſo. It 
© js impoſſible; he muſt love your per- 
« ſon. Such a ſhape! Henrietta, he 
© loves you.” 17 
ö I ſmiled, and put my hand on her 

8. OS | 

0 His pride is too quick to ſuffer long 

© my. indifference, Two ſuch other 
& Ae and my ſlave is gone: no longer 
© will he grace my train.“ : 

© Your gaiety is a delight to me, 
© charming Henrietta! But if, out of 
6 revenge, he would continue to court 
© and abuſe baſely of your mother's ap- 
© probation— ab 

That is the ſtorm, Mrs. Moulton, 
© I am afraid of. He has behaved ſo 
© as to make me apprehenfive of his 
6 being indelicate and ungenerous. 
© This has been the firſt time he gave 


- me one reaſon to repent of my eſteem 


s for him. Yourg men of his rank 
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have a fierceneſs in their actions, an 
0 re in their deſires: my mo- 
« deſty took the alarm, and was put to 
n blu. Had I not aroſe from my 
© chair, I ſhould have been forced in 
© his arms. Do you fear me, Miſe?” 
* aſked he. That queſtion made me 
© hate my mother, who had expoſed me 
© to hear it. 82 that man! 
Such proceedings may excu 
© but juſtifies ant l " 
Such a beginning threatens— 

He has real honour, Mrs. Moul. 
© ton; this may filence his paſſion,” 
It is a perhaps. 

© I will indulge it till future events 
© convince me I am wrong.“ 

© What a heart! What a treaſure for 
© forthe man you love Happy, thrice 
© happy Mr. Romney!" 

© I wiſh I could ſtill add to my feel - 
< ings, ſo deſerving I think him of 
them: to pleaſe and be eſteemed by 
© the man we marry, muſt be an inex- 
© hauſtible ſpring of delights; none 
© but theſe I would de ambitious to 
* enjoy. It is oftener our fault, Mrs. 
© Moulton, than that of an huſband, if 
« we are not loved and happy. Each 
© ſex hath it's virtues: man's opinion; 


ours, decency ſways. | If we invade 


© their privileges we muſt neceſſarily 
c fink into diſgrace and contempt.” 

.- © Reaſon is ſometimes for women, 
Henrietta. | 4 

« Virtue is always againk them. 
© Reaſon is no apology for foibles which 
© virtue condemns.” 

I believe his lordſhip is going; I 
© hear the noiſe of a coach.” | 
j And ſhe -peeped through the win- 

ow. + 

It is hel Mrs. Verman with him! 
© there is a conſpiracy. 

© If he is my enemy, he will be an 
© open and generous one: from him I 
©: fear no:deceit; he will dare whatever 
c he reſolves.” | | | 

I have a mind to ſend after them 
© for intelligence. 

© Ridiculous! Step down till I call; 
© I will: retire into my own heart, and 
© ſrewhat I muſt do,” | 


LETTER XIX. 
R OM their going out together 
F what could T in er ? Nothing. 


What elſe are conjectures? No new 
| s light 


— 
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light did they throw in my mind upon 
their conduct; no new poignancy did 
they give to my fear of them. | 
I muſt be forced to Lady Bennet's, 
© and not leave my mother before ſhe 
e herſelf has forſaken me. Romney 
« would love me leſs, did I, without 
© an evident neceſſity, accept the aſy- 
lum he offers: when a daughter takes 
© ſuch a ſtep, ſhe ſhould be certain that 
© none againſt her will or can take her 
© mother's part.” 
The cenſure of the world, however 
vnjuſt, Suſannah, I always feared. I 
always thought it a diſgrace not to be 
eſteemed by all; the ſecret whiſper of 
{lander, what virtuous woman can bear? 
Had I ever fancied myſelf the obje& of 
one, I would have died with ſhame, 
or never durſt — appear again. | 


THe reſt of the evening I ſhared be- 
tween love and muſick: Mrs. Moul- 
ton and my harpſichord made it unfelt 
glide away; not one intruding thought 
on the poſſibility of a diſappointment. 
I talked of Romney, ſung, played, was 
. loſt in the ſenſe of my happi- 
neſs. 


Do we feel a pleaſure, pain is at hand 
ready to ſucceed it; without their mix- 
ture we ſhould be unhappy. A few 
days of ſickneſs give every ſenſe a new 
life: our defires are animated with a 
fire unknown before; nature itſelf ap- 

ars under a more enchanting form; 
it ſeems we enjoy. our 'exiſtence but 
from that day we have recovered. Su- 


ſannah, this philoſophy I needed the 


next day, when my courage was ready 
to fink under an unforeſeen event. 


LETTER XX. 
II was hardly ſive o'clock in the 


morning when I awoke at the ſud - 
den uncommon noiſe of horſes, car- 
riages and ſervants, at the door. What 
* does this mean? I was not long left 
in ſuſpenſe. My mother preſented her- 
ſelf as I was ſlipping a gown on. 
© Dreſs yourſelf immediately, Miſs; 
© you muſt this minute ſet off for the 
© country ; there you ſhall learn to be 
0 dutiful and obedient : the horrors of 
© a wilderneſs will ſoon abate your ob- 


* ſtinacy; and cool your fantaſtical paſ- 


gon; they will help you to the true 


© knowledge of yourſelf.” | 

Her tone of command, added to her 
ſneers, deſtroyed the terror which her 
ſpeech had ſtruck me with. 

This method, Madam, will not 
© ſucceed.” 

© I will try it, however.” 

Who has anſwered for my compli 
© ance? | | 

© My own authority, Miſs.” 

As aà mother you have, as a tyrant 
© you have none. I am free, not 4 
© ſlave.” 

© You have, of late, Miſs, immenſely 
© improved the practice of your duty.“ 

Have not you your own to fulfil, 
© Madam? Is it your duty to make 
© your daughter miſerable; to force'my 
£ inclinations,when I love a man whom 
© was you a mother, you would delight 
c 
6 
. 


to give me for a'huſband? He is not 

an ear]! Should this be an objection 

if you loved me? Do not his virtues 
© compenſate for the want of a title ?* 

The truths I ſpoke were too ſenſible 
not to throw Mrs. Verman into confu- 
fien ; ſhe had hardly the ſpirit to affect 
an air of indignation. y reproofs 
were keen, but deſerved, and my tongue 

ve them their own expreſſion. Such 
a firmneſs ſhe had not thought of. 


Will you give me your word never 


© to marry that man without my con- 
6 ſent ?? | G 

© Tt may never be obtained: my 
© titude for his generoſity forbids me 
© to promiſe,” | 5 

And fo you will marry him ?? 

© Never will I another.?“ 

She walked penſive, irreſolute, and 
animating herſelf to a bold ſtroke of 
deſpotiſm. / 

The world will never hefitate be- 
© tween you and me: my age and ex - 
© perience ſecure me the general appro- 
© bation for whatever meaſures I may 
© adopt to reſtore an infatuated daugh- 
ter to the reaſon ſhe has loſt. All will 
think I a& from the conſciouſneſs L 
am doing right; your complaints will 
not avail you. I am a mother; tha 
character mankind reveres.” BIT, 
When that character is not ſup- 
ported, the reſpect it inſpires dwin- 
dles ſoon— 

I durſt not proceed, Suſannah. 

Into contempt. Is not this the 

word you have ſmothered, Miſs? From 
H 17 
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« you this uſage! What! already loſt 


to decency, as well as to filial love! 


© Look into your heart, Madam, and 
c dare to judge me: if my expreſſions 
« offend, your ſeverity is the cauſe, In 
s your - breaſt pride has invaded the 
© rights of nature. You are a woman, 
« and not my mother; it is the for - 
6 mer I ſpeak with.” 
I was too affected; I could ſuppreſs 
neither ſobbings nor tears. 
Shame, art, or a remain of tender- 
neſs, altered, in a minute, Mrs. Ver- 
man's looks and accent. She drew near 
me; and, inclining upon the bed— 
Am I to be hated by Henrietta, 
© when I ſincerely intend her happi- 
© neſs?? 
I threw both my arms ronnd her 
neck. | 
© Why have not you always theſe 
© Jooks, this accent? they are perſua- 
4 fion itſelf, I am loth to miſtruſt 
© you, when thus you talk, when thus 
© you look upon me. You intend my 
s happineſs; yet will miſtake the man, 
© the only man who can procure it 
me. | 
Was your paſſion, Henrietta, the 
© work of time, I would not doubt it's 
reality. But Romney twice only you 
© have ſeen! Who can charge my in- 
credulity with malice or folly ?? 
Am I not the beſt judge of my own 
4 affections? Believe me, no need is 
there of a trial; ſpare your heart the 
ſnare it muſt neceſſarily take in my 
4 ſufferings ; let me no more:Joſe my 
© mother. You feigned an a you 
© had not, an indifference you Would 
'© abhor to feel: your diſſimulation na- 
4 ture has betrayed.” . 
* You might be a counteſs, Henri- 


| - © etta! Have you no ambition?“ 


© Tt is centered, dear Madam, in 
© Mrs. Romney's name. I know no 
greater, ſince none can make me ſo 
* happy.” 
© ] cannot reflect, without pain, on 
© your loſs of a rank you was born and 
© brovght up to deſerve, and fill with 
« dightty. Henrietta, it requires more 
© virtue than I have, to bear patient] 
© with it. Why do not you feel as 
- © taught you to think? I love you; but 
© ]-love myſelf: too cruel is the ſacri- 
© fice you exact from me. TI have told 
you my foible; indulge it with a few 
© attempts againſt your inclinations for 
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Romney: retire into the country for 
© a few days; there, for a few days, 


'© ſuffer Lord Oſenvor's aſſiduity; deny 


© him no 2 to pleaſe; clear 
your mind of any prejudice he may 
© have thoughtleſsly prepoſſeſſed it in 
© his disfavour.” 

* Theſe few days will be days of 
© vexation and agony. I cannot love 
© him.” . 
© If, then, you do not, no longer 
will I inſiſt upon your obeying me.” 
© What place have you fixed for my 
© exile ?? ; 

« Felton-Lodge- in Suſſex, at my 
c ſiſter's,” 

Will Mrs, Moulton follow me?” 
She pauſed. 
„She ſhall, Henrietta.“ 
* 

I D1D not like her heſitation—“ Is ſhe 
ſtill talking deceit? Is it not impru- 
dent to go? A few days only ſhe 
aſks; and Mrs. Moulton will be 
with me: in her company, what have 
I to apprehend ? However violent the 
meaſures they intend to carry, they 
cannot force a Ves“ from my lips. 
© I will go.“ ag 1 

© Though conſcious of the inutility 
© of this journey, Madam, I will un- 
£ dertake it to pleaſe you. 94 

Her eyes brightened with joy, and 
ſhe preſſed me tenderly to her boſom, 
The exceſs of her joy was not natural, 
© This is all impoſture, ſighed I. 
Some deſign they have premeditated 
© againſt me: when I am once in their 
e pony it may not be eaſy, nay per- 
© haps-it will be impoſſible, to ſteal 
© away from them.“ 

This reflection made me fad, difh- 
dent, I was tempted to go from the 
promiſe I had juſt made. I looked fix- 
edly at my mother : ſhe was as calm as 
innocence, 

Come, Henrietta, the morning is 
© beautiful; let us not loſe it, I will 
© ride with you to Felton-Lodge.“ 

Do not you purpoſe to ſtay there, 
© 'Madam ?* 

No, dear girl; but every da 
© ſhall hear — me. _— 

New fears, Suſannah, crouded into 
my head. Would ſhe ſmile upon me 
with miſchief in her heart? A mo- 
© ther!* I durſt not give way to ſuſpi- 
cion. I dreſſed; Mrs, Moulton was 
called; and away we drove. 
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LETTER XXI. 


OOR Mrs. Moulton! fo haſtily 
had ſhe been hurried to the coach, 
that ſhe had neither time to put a ſingle 
ueſtion, nor to enquire into my looks, 
for the cauſe of ſo ſudden, unthought- 
of a journey. Her uneaſineſs I imme- 
diately removed, by telling her, with a 
ſmile, the place we were going to. 

Mrs. Verman's chearfulneſs kept me 
from feeling too ſenſibly, that every 
mile we rode encreaſed my diſtance from 
Mr. Romney. 

« This ſhort abſence will heighten 
© our happineſs : we ſhall ſee then one 
© another with a greater pleaſure; a 
real bliſs will reſult from this imagi- 
© nary evil. 

With ſuch reflections I arrived at 
Felton-Lodge, with a tolerable degree 
of vivacity and content, 

Mrs. Spencer received us with the 
ſmiles and half courteſies of a woman 

roud of her riches, and of my mother's 
being in need of her. This aſſurance 
ſpread an offenſive coldneſs upon her 
countenance, I am at laſt courted by 
« a ſiſter ſtill prouder than myſelf. As 
Mrs. Verman ſeemed not to underſtand 
this meaning of her features, I whiſper- 
ed it to her: ſhe had too much wit ei- 
ther to hear or anſwer me. My aunt's 
looks at me agreed perfectly with her 
behaviour to my mother. As ſhe kept 
conſtantly in the country, and we lived 
in London, three years had elapſed 
ſince ſhe ſaw me; I was therefore quite 
a new thing expoſed to her view. © Well 
© enough; rather too impertinent and 
affected; a ſpoiled child, to whom I 
«* muſt, and will, teach better manners.” 
Had Mrs, Spencer ſpoke theſe words, 


| ſhe could not have expreſſed them bet- 


ter. 

© If my mother will. overlook this 
© woman's impertinence, I ſhall not.” 

And advancing to ber with the ut- 
moſt politeneſs — | 

© I thank you, dear Madam, for your 
© good opinion, and the inſtructions 
© you lovingly purpoſe to give me.” 

© What does the girl mean? Did T 
© ſpeak to her?” | 

© Your tongue has not; but theſe eyes 
© have, Madam,” 

And, turning gravely to Mrs. Ver- 


I believe our viſit is diſagreeable: 
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you would not ſurely have me ſtay 
© where I am not welcome.“ 

Mrs. Spencer burſt into a laughter. 

© Come here, you ſaucy Harriot; 
© come here, I ſay ; I will kiſs you for 
* _ ſeaſonable rebuke. What ! you 
have pride enough to reſent my con- 
© dut; and you do not bluſh at the 
preference you give to Romney over 
Lord Oſenvor? A girl of your ſenſe 
to commit ſuch a blunder! You may 
© bring a coronet into our family, and 
will thus unmercifully beggar us of 
it. You ſhall not, on my word, 1 
will make you wiſe, I warrant you. 
Siſter, I will take care of this charge. 
I thought I perceived, in the tone of 
her voice, a ſatire levelled at Mrs. Ver- 
man, and that ſhe would not be my 
enemy. | F: 

© I have not offended ! How tranſ- 
«© porting the thought! 
I was pleaſed, Henrietta, and not 
offended. Had you tamely ſuffered 
my contempt, I would have hated 
you. I love a girl of ſpirits : there is 
a glory in taming them. Shake not 
your head; I will ſucceed, My con- 
ſtancy in teazing and plaguing you 
out of your inclination, I will force 
7 to admire. You ſhall acknow- 
edge me your conqueror. But I for- 
get, you muſt have got an excellent 
appetite, let us dine: after that we 
will enter the liſts, and fight bravely 
for victory.“ 


LETTER XXII. 


RS. Spencer's charming ſpright- 

lineſs diffaſed itſelf into my 

eart : I humoured her fancy; and was 

as gay and thoughtleſs as if I had been 
perfectly happy. 

* You ſee, ſiſter, my niece and I are 
© already upon friendly terms: we will 
© ſoon underſtand one another; I dare 
© ſay we ſhall not differ. — What think 
you, Harriot ?” 

© It is my opinion, Madam.” 

Tndeed, Suſannah, from a wink ſhe 
had caſt at me, I was convinced ſite 
would favour my paſſion z and I was 
not deceived, : 

© Envy me not my conqueſt, ſiſter, 
© fince the benefit ſhall be wholly 
© yours." Ne 

© Let vs be generous enemies Here 
© is to poor Romney,——Come, ſiſter.” 


H 2 « With 


© With all my heart.” 
We all drank to poor Romney. 

© Why did not Lord Oſenvor wait 
© there upon my lovely girl? He a 
© lover! 
He could not poſſibly. 
© here this evening, or to-morrow. 
_ © Is he handſome, Harriot ?? 

I was deaf. ; 

And Romney?“ 
& Very much ſo.” | 
He is not an earl. This title has a 
© beauty which beats all Romney's 
© charms to nothing: that boſom ſhould 
©. not beprophaned but by a duke. Your 
© Grace here, Your Grace there; it ſe- 
© duces one's reaſon to think of Your 
© Grace, Were J you,Harriot, I would 
© force the proudeſt of the nobility to 
6 lay at my feet: to marry the man you 
© love is ſo ſtupid a reſolution as not to 
© enter a rational head ; you ſhall be a 
4 perfect ſlave. Inſtead of command- 
© ing, you will be in a perpetual trem- 
© bling not to obey y"_y enough; all 
© your paſſions will center in that of 
© making him happy. Fie, Henrietta! 
* 
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for one man bid adieu to pleaſures, 
diſſipation, the flattering gaze of a 
world of adorers; to fink all at once 
in the wife! I have no patience, Si- 
lence ; I know your anſwer. I deteſt 
preaching after a good dinner; it 
troubles one's digeſtion : no more of 
thoſe men for to-day ; let us enjoy 
the remains of it. N 
As we were ſtepping to a parlour next 
the garden, ſhe gave me a gentle tap on 
the ſhoulder, and whiſpered—< Fear 
© not.“ I carried her hand to my lips, 
and printed upon it a kiſs of gratitude. 
* | 
* LoRD e did not come. Mrs. 
Verman having fixed her departure for 
the next morning, we retired early to 
our apartment, 
© You know my wiſhes, Henrietta: 
© I will ſay no more. To-morrow I 
vill be gone before you are up. Write 
© to me. : 
I begged a motherly embrace. 
Never doubt my tenderneſs. This 
© is the firſt time I have parted from 
© you: it pierces my heart.” 
bbe ſtrained me to her boſom, 
Leave me, Henrietta! Go to reſt ; 
CE. I feared this inſtant! I—leave me! 
And ſhe faintly ſtruggled to get free 
rom my arms. 


He will be 
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© Dear mother! 
i : You love me. I am conſcious you 
o. 
She put her handkerchief up to her 
eye. CONES 
* Muſt J ſee that real concern, and 
« yet diſpleaſe my mother! How hard 
© my fate! Take me back with you to 
© London.” 
| © Lam too weak, Henrietta, to be juſt 
either to you or myſelf. From what 
it coſt me to leave you behind, I ſhall 
not long be without you : your ab. 
ſence, I fear, will plead too well for 
you. Go; I inſiſt upon it. 
I reſpected her grief, and went to my 
room, 
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LETTER XXIII. 


A J was neither fatigued nor in. 
clined to ſleep, I ſat up two hours 
with Mrs. Moulton, From Mrs. Spen- 
cer's * fear not, we concluded I ſhould 
be happy. 

* How grieved Mr. Romney, when 
© he hears you have thus precipitately 
© left the town ; when nobody can tell 
© him where you are gone! From his 
© love judge his deſpair. He will ſuffer 
© beyond your imagination,” 

© He will love me the more when he 
© finds me. This night a letter cannot 
© be ſent. To-morrow, my aunt—from 
© her I have all to hope: ſhe will be 
© propitious tome, Romney ſhall know 
hy T. am here. My mother dreamed not 
© I ſhould find a protector in Mrs. 
© Spencer; nor did her reception at firſt 
4 flatter me with it. I am impatient 
© to ſee her. There is no deceit in her 
© ſiniles. The * fear not,” her heart 
«© ſpoke. LordOſenvor will loſe the day. 

XR W 

Mus. Spencer, Suſannah, longed for 
a converſation as much as I did. She 
thought ſhe could-not too ſoon diſpel my 
apprehenſions, and make me happy. 

An hour after my mother was gone, 
ſhe tript up to my room. | 

© Scold: me not, Henrietta; the loſs 
©« of your ſleep I will compenſate.” 

© I needed not that aſſurance; to be- 
.© lieve you: from. your lips I cannot 
© hear but what will delight my heart. 
« You. talked and behaved in ſuch a 
manner yeſterday as to confirm my 


6 hopes, 


© hopes. T enjoyed that day which I 
0 Ieeaded — de — Are ſor- 
© row. Here have I met with a friend 
< inſtead of a perſecutor.” 

I threw my arms round her waiſt. 
Fou have, Henrietta; you have in- 
ce deed.” '> : 

And ſhe embraced me with an un- 
common fondneſs. : 

My fiſter ſent me an expreſs the 
© night before, and begged I would re- 
« ceive you for ſome weeks, and ſuffer, 


£ and ſuppert with all my intereſt, the 


« vility and pretenſions of Lord Oſen- 
c yor. She treated your paſſion for Mr. 
© Romney of a childiſh whim, and ex- 
«© patiated upon the advantages reſult- 
« ing to the whole family from a mar- 
© riage between his lordſhip and you, 
© So brilliant an eſtabliſhment, I own, 
© Henrietta, prejudiced me againſt you. 
< I fell blindly into her opinion, and 
c prepared my heart to oppoſe your 
© tears, and deſtroy an inclination I 
© fancied a real diſgrace, You came: 
© at your fight I was moyed. I miſtruſt- 
© ed that heart; it was not armed againſt 
© the power of beauty, and theenchant- 
© ing allurements of the happieſt phy- 
© frognomy I ever beheld. Your inape, 
© your motions, the tone of your voice, 
© had a charm I could not reſiſt. 1 
« cannot hate her,” ſaid I to myſelf; 
© though, in the mean time, to pleaſe 
© your mother, I threw at you the looks 
© of indiffecence and contempt. Your 
* ſenſibility, which took the alarm, and 
returned upon me the contempt you 
« deſerved not, parted inſtantly from 
© me the true from the falſe woman. It 
© made me your friend. I prided in a 
© niece who durſt to act with magnani- 
© mity, and brave openly her enemy. 
* Your behaviour convinced me of the 
© ſincerity of your pafſhon. I ſcorn to 
make unhappy the girl I can boaſt to 
4 
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eſteem. 22 Romney be not 


Lord Oſenvor, ſince you love him, 
he is the man I will favour. Thank 
me not, Henrietta ; words would not 
expreſs half the gratitude which en- 
livens your countenance : this only 
does-repay my tenderneſs for you. 
Dreſs yourſelf; and after breaſtfaſt we 
will lay our wiſe heads together, and 
# fix the fate of Lord Oſenvor.* -* 
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She would not hear, but ſhut her ears 
with both her hands, and left me. 


LETTER XXIV. 


T breakfaſt Mrs. Spencer called 

, all her ſervants to the hall; and, 
preſenting them to me, ordered them to 
obey whatever I ſhould command. 

'* You are not my flave, Henrietta, 
© but your own miſtreſs. A young wo- 
man of your judgment and ſpirits 
© from me ſhall receive no law.” 
Would I were worthy of the fa- 
© ycurs you beſtow upon me!” 

This wiſh acquits you. By acting 
as I doI gratify a favourite paſſion, 

enrietta, I am proud to ſhew I 
know your worth: ſo I pleaſe myſelf, 
you owe me no obligation, Now 
that we are alone, let us ſettle how 
we muſt behave with his lordſhip. 

From what my ſiſter has told me of 

his excellent qualities, I think we 

ſhould coax him into generoſity, and 
ſeem to rely upon him alone for your 
happineſs. This conduct muſt ope- 
rate upon a noble heart, In givin 
you up to his rival he will forget the 
ſacrifice for the glory of having made 
it. Have you a better advice to offer?* 
© Indeed I have nane. Yours agrees 
ſo perfectly with my eſteem of him, 
that I hardly doubt it's ſucceſs.” 

« Welb, we will follow it; Havewe 

any other concern to unravel ? You 

ſigh, Henriatta. 

Romney knows not what is be- 
come of me. What anxiety he muſt 
be in! 

It is cruel in your mother to have 
© overlooked the torments he ſhould 
© ſufferz they are not to be borne by a 
© Joyer. It was inhuman ; let us find 
© an antidote to that poiſon.” : 

I was ftupid, Sufannah, from the 

want of ſhewing my gratitude z not a 

word of that would ſhe liſten te : it 

made me almoſt faint, e 

© Write to Romney, Henrietta: tell 

© him you are ſafe; but hide from him 
the place you live in. Prudence re- 
© quires that the two rivals ſhould not 
meet. Go, loſe no time; forget not 


«a © 


to write lovingly,” 
- © How ſhall I requite ſuch good - 
© nels !? | 


And the ſiniled, 


LETTER 


Arr. 


OO pleaſing was the order not to 

be inſtantly complied with. I 
ſtepped into her cloſet, ſat down, and 
wrote what my heart dictated. 


TO CHARLES ROMNEY), E8Q. 


% PHROUGH never ſo oreat the 
« pains you endure from wy ab- 
© ſence, they are my own, dear Rom- 
ney. My departure was ſo ſudden, 
ſo unexpected, that I had it not in m 
power to warn you of it. I am ſafe 
at a relation's, who doats upon me. 


my mother's expectations: ſhe has 
turned a friend to me, to you, Rom - 
ney. You ſhe loves, and wiſhes for 
my huſband : doubt not this, and I 
will reward your credulity, My heart 
is thine; thou haſt nothing to fear : 
the few days I am loft to thee, think 
of me. Increaſe thy love, by calling 
to thy mind the few virtues thou 
thinkeſt I poſſeſs. Fancy I am in thy 
company, liſtening and anſwering thy 
© raptures,” J love thee, Romney. Tell 
© Lady Bennet, I love her. Believe 
© both, your faithful 

. + HENRIETTA VERMAN." 
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1 preſented the letter to Mrs. Spen- 
cer, that the might read it. 


I have nocurioſity, Henrietta; ſeal. 


s jit. One of my people will carry it. 
© The flowneſs of publick couriers 
c would anſwer ill the impatience of 
© thy heart. Romney ſhall have this 
© letter before dinner, and not know 
© whence it came. Poſſibly we may 
4 have an anſwer at night.” 


would have admired the turn of ay 
fortune, loved your aunt, and been fi 
Part of the morning we walked and 
read away. No troubleſome thought 
preſſing upon my mind, I gave way to 
my natural gaiety, and expected, with - 
out fear, Lord Oſenvor's arrival. We 
ſaw him at one o' clock in the avenue 
facing the houſe, riding in his chariot 
and four, attended by three ſervants in 
elegant liveries. 


© rietta, to be the miſtreſs of that cha- 
riot? Had you leſs love, it would 


From Mrs. 8 


She was to be my tyrant; ſuch were 


ent. 


" HENRIETTA, 


© ſton your reaſon.. Pride is always 
© heard when we are indifferent. Hum. 
© ble him not, by hinting he is the cauſe 
© of your retreat : he will repay your 
* diſcretion with generoſity,” 

The chariot then entering the yard, 
we went down to receive his lordſhip. 
cer he had a very hear. 
ty welcome, from me a polite — I hope 
© you are very well, my lord.“ He 
took my hand, and, for this time, ! 
ſuffered him to kiſs it. The tedious 
formality of an indiſpenſible ceremony 
over, we began to talk with the freedom 
of friendſhip. 

Whether out of compliment to my 
aunt, or merely to pleaſe himſelf, he 
would take a view of the houſe; but 
ſuch a long time he employed in her 
cloſet of natural'curiofities; as to make 
me conclude” his love was not of the 
ſame nature as mine. Romney would 
not have preferred the examination of a 
ſhell, or a medal, to the pleaſure of con- 
verſing with me: this would have been 
the only want he would have felt and 
gratified, By gradual .imperceptible 
ſteps I withdrew to the library, and left 
him with Mrs. Spencer,, For half an 
hour more he continved in that cloſet, 
whilſt I amuſed myſelf with Clariſſa. 


His lorthip ris in rapture at what 
he had ſeen. How prodigiouſly rich 
© and well choſen that rolle ion Till 
now he had boaſted his own; for the 
future, never would he mention it. 
Compared to Mrs. Spencer's, it was 
a poor one indeed. How came ſhe by 
ſuch a rare variety? . | 

© This man loves you not, whiſper 
ed my aunt; I believe he would bar- 
ter you for the tenth part of my col- 


lection.“ | 
Had you been me, Suſannah, you 


I burſt into laughter, 

Will you propoſe the bargain ?” 
No, no. I ſhould ſuffer by it, 
* ſince he cannot have you.” 

His lordſhip walked up and down 
the library, admiring the fine order in 
which the books ſtood, and now and 
then a buſt attracted his attention, and 


forced an eulogium. 


In this houſe, dear Henrietta, it is 
© impoſſible you ſhould regret the di - 


verſions of London.“ 
« Does not the fight tempt you, Hen- 


My aunt's friendſhip makes me in- 
© ſenſible to their loſs.” "oe 

Does not my preſence contribute a 

£ Faule 


© little to that indifference? Am I for 
« nothing in that tranquillity of mind 
« you appear to enjoy? If I am miſ- 
«£ taken, out of pity, diſſemble ; unde- 
< ceive me not: let me cheriſh the flat- 
« tering errorz next to life, I would 
«© hateto loſe it.” n 

« He loves his life better, however,” 
ſaid I to myſelf : my frowns will not 
« carry him to the grave; I am glad of 
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© The company of an amiable man, 
© my lord, is always deſirable. I know 
c but one I prefer to your lordſhip's. 

It is kind in you; but that one is 
« ſtill too much: were I that one, I 
c would be the happieſt of mankind. 
Let me be the firſt in your heart.” 

Though you deferve the firſt, m 
© Jord, you muſt reſt contented wit 
© the ſecond place; it is not in my 
© power to give it to you: let us be 
« friends, ſince you cannot be ” lo- 
« yer; the greatneſs of your ſoul will 
© make your victory eaſy; you will not 
4 make me miſerable, when you can 
« inſure my happineſs. No, Lord O- 
4 ſenvor will not have Henrietta un- 
happy. : | i 

g Fe would tear my heart to ſee you 
© really ſo. I the cauſe, Henrietta! 
Pray, ſpare me: talk not thus.” 

© I knew your lordſhip's magnani- 
© mity; your virtues were my warrant, 
IJ was certain you loved me for my- 
« ſelf; that your ſoul would diſdain to 
© force my inclination, and puniſh me 
© for a fault I was not guilty of.” 

I took his hand affectionately into 
mine, SIP 
© Now you are yourſelf, my friend, 
© my benefaor. I am happy. 

And I kiſſed the hand I held. 


© Heavens, Henrietta! What are you 


© doing? What have I ſaid that de- 
© ſerves ſuch thanks? Tam your friend, 
«© it is true: but, oh! what a conflict 
© is this ? 

And he led my hand to his heart. 

Courage, my lord; give way to 
© your generolity; pity your Henri- 
© etta, | | 

And I involuntafy fell at his feet, 
with tears in my eyes, and pantings in 
my boſom.” I would have ſpoke; the 
words dwindled into ſobbings. - 

* Ariſe, thou virtuous girl ! Ariſe, 
© lovely Henrietta! You affe& me too 
© much: let me breathe. At my feetl— 
© Fortunate Romney 0 me! 


+ 
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© Ariſe! I am ready to ſink! I was 


not prepared for · this encounter: my 
ſenſibility you have ſtruck, and com- 
manded ! Fear me nat, Henrietta 1. 
Mrs. Spencer, help me againſt her 
tears; they unman me.“ 

They have rather made a man of 
you, my lord; they have reſtored 
you your own dignity, obſcured by 
an unlucky paſhon. Neyer have you 
appeared to a greater advantage. I 
love Henrietta for her eſteem o you. 
I admire your lordſhip for the tri- 
_ h you have obtained over your- 
ſelf,” | 

* Compliment me not upon a doubt» 
ful victory; it is not yet compleat: 
Henrietta cannot be ſo eaſily eraſed 
from my heart. Hide theſe tears from 
me, or I am undone; I have no 
ſtrength againſt them. Too many 
enemies have I to meet with: her 
ſforrow—You, Mrs. Spencer, whom 
I thought for me 


© T have a tender ſoul, my lord; it 


© diflolved into pity at her ſight, I con- 


© quered my pride, As you was the 
man deſtined for my niece, that pride 
© was very great; yet I conquered it: 
© like me, my lord, you wall conquer 
© your paſſion. Look on Heprietta ; 


+ © think of the happineſs you may pro- 


cure her. Are not you happy to have 
© it in your power? Can man boaſt a 
greater? 

He ſighed; and, on a ſudden, ſtrain- 
ing me to his boſom— 

Though my paſſion be extremely 
* fierce, I am not ungenerous, Henri- 
© etta: give me time to reconcile my- 
* (elf to the cruel ſacrifice you demand 
of me, I will animate myſelf to this 
act of juſtice, Come, clear theſe 
eyes, reſume your ſpirits ; your de- 
jection would be a diſcouragement. I 
would feebly attempt, did I not ſee 
iff your look a confidence of my ſuc- 


© ceſs. 


Next to Romney, you I will eſteem 


© and love.“ | 
And we exchanged a ſalute, * 


LETTER XXVvI. 


Need not, Suſannah, to tell you my 


joy and reflections on ſo happy a 
beginning: your heart will explain 
them to you. 

Tue night was far gone when the 
| * ſervant 


62 


ſervant returned from London. He 
brought me the following ſhort and ex- 
preſſive epiſtle. 


© TOMISS VERUAN. 
« MV heart is thine; thou haſt no- 
| ce thing to fear Seaſonad]; 
did theſe kind words come to me. 
< was defpairing: they made me eaſy. 
I truſt to my Henrietta the happineſs 
© of her F, 
| 1 * ROMNEY.” 
" FEARFUL to talk of love, yet unable 
to ſuppreſs it from his looks, Lord O- 
ſenvor grew fad, 


HENRIETTA, 


ive, and paſſed the 


© word ?—Neign, my lord, to gratify 
my curioſity : I long to know how 
you came by that arm, by that blood.” 
-- So ſtrong an impreſſion that blood 


had made upon me, Suſannah, that, in 


ſpite of his lordſhip's extreme compo. 
ſauxe, Las ſtill diffident* his paleneſs 
abode or ſaſpiciong* my heart hardly 
beat; Lwas obliged to call for ſalts, 

From me. conceal your ſenfibility, 
Henrietta; that uhfeigned intereſt 
s weakens my reſolution; it rather in. 
* dulges my paſſion than cools it. How 
can I deſpair of pleaſing when I cauſe 
© ſuch an emotion in your heart! It 
forces a hope you will love me one 
day; your affliction makes me che- 


greateſt part of the week: alone in the” © riſh it. Be yourſelf immediately, or 


moſt ſolitary places of Felton-Lodge. 
In the hours he ſpent with us he affect- 
ed a mirth; and diſſipation his heart did 
not feel. Sometimes he would lead me 


ſilently to the harpſichord, then ſing 


what I played; but either he was out 
of tune, 5. ſong vaniſhed into a ſigh. 
Often did he turn his head to hide the 
trickling tear, and fly from me if I hap- 
pened to ſmile. 

One morning he was gone abroad. 
We were alarmed by the ſhriekings of 
Mrs. Moulton, who was coming to our 


apartment, crying that Lord Oſenvor 


was wounded, We were in the firſt 
tranſport of our fright when his lord- 


ſhip preſented himſelf with his left am 


in a ſling, and ſome drops of blood on 
his coat, | eds 
© Be not terrified, ladies; Tam not 

r wounded : this blobd is not mine; 


and this arm is only bruiſed.— Dear 


Henrietta, believe me, I am not 
* wounded: your concern for my ſafe- 
obliterates from my mind the 


*-x 
4 8 I have ran. Sit down, Iwill, 


4 tell you how I was attacked, and mi- 
4 -raculouſly delivered.“ . 
Before you begin, I will ſee that 
© arm, to be certain that this blood is 
not yours: you m 
tuation from the fear we ſhould be 
© unhappy by knowing it, Step. into 
; that cloſet, ſuffer your valet de cham- 
bre to undreſs and inſpe& whether 
© that blood—Oh! I am in a terror! 
He hath already. I am well; truſt 
to my honour: I would not indeed 
*6 deceive you.” — 
© Be calm, Henrietta, ſaid Mrs. 
Spencer: why ſhould we doubt his 


+ 


diſguiſe your fi- 


„ ſhall be ungenetous. 

My fear friendſhip cauſed, my 
© lord; you Yeſerve to inſpire. it. But, 
© pray, tell us your accident. 

His lordſhip got up, and walked a 
few minutes in the room to recover 
from his trouble; now and then his 
eyes upon me: ſuch loving eyes! I was 
ſorry 1 had not been able to diſſemble 
my concern. His -countenance was 
more animated: he looked as if he 
hoped. © nr | 

I forget you muſt be impatient; 


forgive me ladies: and he ſat down, 


© My events had 5 me this 
< morning at ſome diſtance from the 
park, when, turning into a little lane 
< which leads to the publick road, I 
© was on a ſiqden aſſaulted by two ſtout 
© fellows in ſeamens drefles. Before 
© I could aſk what they wanted, one of 
them ſtruck me upon this arm with 
£ the butt end of a muſket. To defend 
* myſelf would have been a folly: 1 
delivered them my purſe, my watch, 
'© and my og. The unconſcionable 
© raſcals would abſolutely have all. 1 
< reſted contented} with my loſs, and 
prepared to go, when the villain who 
© bad my watch, viewing the ſeal which 
hung at the chain, cried to his com- 
„ panion— Jack, he is a lord; he will 
ic get us to the gallows; let us diſpatch 
1 him, ſelf-intereſt bids it.“ I was not 

a little frightened at his remark. I 
attempted to compromiſe for my life 
with the bloody-minded rufhans. I 
© ſwore never to complain, and pro- 
miſed to eonvey any ſum of money 
they would alk, to any retired _ 
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„they would fix. They went a few 
© paces from me to conſult what they 
C mould do, their muſkets ready to fire, 
© and their eyes upon me. Truft 
« him not, Jack; he is a lord; damned 
« fools if we do.“ At this inftant, I 
thought to be my laſt, a gentleman 
appeared ſome ſteps behind me, who, 
perceiving my fituation, advanced 
with the quick undaunted ſteps of 
courage towards them with a piſtol 
in each hand. Villains!“ One 
fired at him, and miſſed: he blew his 
brains out; his blood ſpirt up upon 
my coat. His fall intimidated the 
other, who fled, and fired in his re- 
treat, but with the trembling hand of 
a coward, The report of the guns 
ſoon gathered a few men, who, fol- 
lowing my brave deliverer, went in 
purſuit of the banditti. He was taken; 
and, when arriving upon the ſpot, I 
looked for my generous protector, 
found him not, he had — whey My 
ſorrow was extreme not to know 
whom I was indebted to for my life. 
I queſtioned every man who had ſeen 
him: he was an abſolute ſtranger to 


fectual, I took a poit-chaiſe in the 
next village, where the ſeamen were 
conducted, and came here.” 

R *# 
WHoM would not this relation have 
moved? His fituation between life and 
death, I was bathed in tears when he 
told it, | 
What a danger you have eſcaped, 
my lord! How generous the man 
who ſaved yon! That man will ever 
be dear to me! Never could I have 
been happy had I loſt my friend!“ 
Theſe expreſſions were a fuel ts his 


6 
4 
4 
« 


flame: I could not help it. I faw in his 


thanks all the fire of love, and was not 
offended : I thought but of the life he 
ſo unexpectedly enjoyed. 

* You ſhall no more venture abroad, 
© my lord, unleſs armed or waited up- 
on. Theſe ruffians! I cannot think 
on them without horror!“ 

So overjoyed to hear me talk thus was 
Lord Oſenvor, that he could not find 
words to ſhew me his gratitude; he 
preſſed my bands, and appeared happy. 
No other tokens did he attempt to give 
me of his heart's delight: theſe then 
pleaſed me; I wanted no other, 


A wink from Mrs. Spencer cooled 


my raptpres; I felt that friendſhip or 


them. My enquiries proving inef- 


humanityhad carried me too far: Ibegan 


to perceive the deluſion which his lord- 


ſhip indulged. How fooliſh a tender 


heart, Suſannah | How eafily it receives 
an impreſſion, and over- acts it's natural 
feelings! | 

© Have you never known the charms 
of friendſhip, my lord, that you are 
both fo amazed and delighted at the 
expreſſion of mine? Do you think 
we have no tears to ſhed, no tran- 
ſports of jay-to feel, for the perfon 
weelteem | For the ſake of your peace 
and mind, miſtake not the pleature I 
have diſcovered at your happy eſcape; 
2 it not a motive it had not: my 
riendſhip is too fincere for my hav- 
ing been inſenſible of the peril you 
was expoſed to !* | 


% M 19 1 W > | 9a a ⏑ K _ a 


IT was too 5 Sofangab; the poiſon 
had penetrated into his heart : he would 
not believe me. He let his paſſion do - 
mineer; and talked, and looked: Ileft 
the room ; and, with raany fighs, re» 
treated into mine, 


LETTER XXVIL. 
1 not been long by myſelf, when 


Mrs. Moulton came to me. 
© Here is a letter from Mr. Rom- 
wr» 
© Good God! how came you by it ?” 
© The gardener gave it to me.“ 
What a flutter my ſoul was in ! 


© TO MISS HENRIETTA VERMAN. 


1 BY the help of gold I have diſco. 
©yered your retreat. This letter 
© will ſafely come into the hands of my 
Henrietta, Of this metal never be- 
fore did I know the power—did L 
make ſo noble uſe of it. By the hel; 
6f gold I breathe the fame air wit 
Henrietts! This inſtant only I am 
fond of riches, which could procure 
to my ſoul the gratification-of the 
ſole deſire it felt. I gueſs the reaſons 
© which hindered your dating the letter 
© you ſent nie from Felton Lodge. 
© Lord Oſenvor is, with you. You 
© wrote me—"* Thou haſt nothing to 
© fear.“ I fear nothing, Henrietta. 


© Of you I ſhould be unworthy, did- 
> nook 


rely totally on the aſſurance you 
© gave. Love, not jealouſy, brought 
* me here, A few minutes of your 
« preſence 
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3 
© preſence will compenſate for the fix 


© days I have not ſeen you: my heart 
«. wants this comfort againſt the days 


\ ©. T am ſtil] to be abſent from you. A 


© few minutes only; and then I 
© back to London till Henrietta will be 


©. mine. I am in the grove next to the 


© ſummer-houſe; here, for his dear 
Henrietta, impatiently waits 
2 © RoMNEY!* 


W Will go—be ſure, I will go! Be 
© not impatient; I will go 


Theſe words I wrote immediately, 
and ſent by the bribed meſſenger. 


XR W 
Ar dinner, Lord Oſenvor would ſtill 
continue deluded: my behaviour in the 
morning he ſtill would interpret in his 
favour. | 
© You know not your heart, Hen- 
© rietta: it was an enigma before you 
© ſaw this arm, this blood; by theſe it 
© has been unravelled. I hope, nay I 
am certain, no rival do I dread: will 
© I 'yield to a victory which your con- 


© cern has convinced me 1 ſhall ob- 


© tain?* 
; Is this your generoſity, my lord?“ 

When my hopes are founded, I am 
a lover; in no other character will I, 
«© or can I, talk or behave.” 

I took Mrs. Spencer into the next 
room, and ſhewed her Romney's letter. 

© Go, Henrietta; I will keep his 


© lordſhip.” 


Then through a back ftair-cafe I 
__ Mrs. Moulton in a covered al- 


Love, Suſannah, gave wings to my 


feet: in ten minutes I was in the arms 


of Romney. You may imagine what 


language we ſpoke; how tender the ex- 


reſſion; how delicate the ſentiment! 

*heſe ſcenes are to be ated, not de- 
ſcribed; the pen is too cold for the fire 
of paſſion. 


An hour we had forgot ourſelves in 


the bewitching effuſions of our ena- 


moured hearts; not one thought had 


we of parting.” He was at my feet, 
enjoying my ſmiles and my— love 


*: you,” when we were rouzed from this 


heavenly, lethargy by the door being 
violently thrown open. | 


At laſt I have found my rival! I 


can revenge myſelf!! 


- HENRIETTA, * 


© What a fury, my lord! Is it thus 

you reſpect me 
And I ſtepped between him and Rom. 
ney. | 

* Lam mad'!—You ſhall not protect 
© him!-Sir, defend yourſelf l 

© I will, my lord.“ 
00m he turned his face to his lord. 

Ip. - 
At his ſight Lord Ofenvor drew back 
with the greateſt amazement. 

Great God! what do I ſee? Is it 
© Romney who this morning ſaved my 
© life?” 

How I ſtared, Suſannah ! 

I did my lord: but as in the fame 
© circumſtance you would venture it 
for me, you owe me no obligation.” 

His lordſhip was ſtruck dumb; he 
leaned againſt the wall, his hand be- 
fore his forehead, and his eyes caſt 
down; an awful ſilence reigned for a few 
minutes. 

How ſevere my fate !* exclaimed 
Lord Oſenvor with a tone of deſpair; 
© to be indebted for my life to the man 
© my love had pointed out for my ene- 
« my?” 

And again he funk into a reverie. 

What to do I knew not; I was ſo 
ſeized; I could but feel. 

Romney! why did you come to 
© my help! why did not you let me pe- 
© riſh by the — of the rufſians! 
© The life you gave I ſhould not now 
© deteſt; my death would have been ſo 
© favourable to you.” 

It would not have compenſated for 
* the contempt of myſelf. I knew 
« you.” 
. © You knew me? 

© Yes, my lord.“ | 

Why did you fly from me when 
. you could have ſo much yalued your- - 
© ſelf upon the benefit you conferred 
© upon me, and expect your happineſs 
© from my gratitude ?*- 

Could I boaſt, my lord, not to 
© have been baſe? All men of honour 
© would have behaved as I did. Never 
* would you have known me for your 
«-deliverer had it not been for your 
coming here.” | | 

Lord Ofenvor remained- ſometimes. 
penſive, totally retired in himſelf. I 


_ ſaw the dropping tears; his generoſity- 


was in arms againſt his paſſion. He 


advanced on a ſudden towards my. 
lover. 2 fx TOO mm Of | 
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Here is my hand, Romney.“ 

He pauſed, and looked at me; then, 
with a deep gh 

I Will excel. you in generoſityl You 
© ſaved my life! I yield you Henrietta! 
© No longer do I oppoſe your inclina- 
tion!“ | | | 

And, putting Romney's hands in 

mine g | 

© Be happy! from my heart I wiſh 
you ſo.—Henrietta, your mother's 
© confent I engage to obtain! Let this 
£ ct of juſtice expiate for your wrongs!” 

Suſannah ! I am loth to deſcribe our 
emotions, our thanks: thou haſt a heart, 
call thy fancy toit's help; paint to thy- 
ſelf what paſſed among us. Here, had 
fate been propitious, 1 would have end- 
ed theſe memoirs. But, alas! I was 
doomed to be miſerable, 


LETTER XXVIIL, 


As we were going to the houſe, we 

1 met Mrs. Spencer; who, fearful 
of miſchief, had watched and followed 
his lordſhip's ſteps. Our joy told her 
we were happy; and . from her 
features the anxiety which animated 
them. She ſtopped at ſome diſtance 
from us with a look of admiration, 
Which evidently expreſſed—* Is it poſ- 
© ſible? you three hand in hand, all 
© ſeemingly happy!“ Al 

© This is Mr. Romney, Madam, 
© my deliverer, and your nephew.” 

N Your deltiverer! Oh! let me em- 
© brace the brave fellow my nephew. 
* —Your lordſhip is a man indeed! 
© Why have not I two Henrietras ? 
* With two ſuch men for nephews, the 
© moſt inſatiable ambition of an aunt 
6 ht to be ſatisfied.” . 

© By this event, charming Henrietta,” 
ſaid Oſenvor, with a ſmile, © you have 
© avoided a world of vexations. Your 
© extreme ſenſibility in the morning had 
© perſuaded me you did not love Rom- 
© ney; T cheriſhed the hope of melting 
« your ſoul into tenderneſs; but when, 
after dinner, you took Mrs. Spencer 
© apart, and did not come back, ſu- 
© ſpicion entered my heart; to deſpair 
gave way. Under the pretext of 
* the want of a nap, I ſtole into my 
© room, charged theſe piſtols, andwent 
don into the garden. The pleaſure 
« of ſeeing one another betrayed the 


© place gf your retreat; ſpoke your 
6 tend 8 wich the in lere lk voss of 
© a real joy; it made me mad to hear; 
I ruthed in upon you; the reſt you 
© know, Far from repenting of what 
© I did, I will haſten the hour of your 


© mutual happineſs: it is yet early; 
this minute I will go = Le 


When from me Mrs. Verman ſhall 
© learn the fineerity of your inclina- 
© tion, her oppoſition will die into the 
« delightof 3 you happy. | 

In vain did we all beg he would give 
us the remainder of the day. 

© I muſt deſerve your forgivenefs 
© and your eſteem, Henrietta; I am 
© eager to repair the troubles I have 
© cauſed you. | 
Mr. Romney offered to wait upon his 
lordſhip. | IS 

* No, no, Romney; you have your 
© laſt ſufferings to forget: ſtay 
© to-morrow you ſhall hear from me; 
© and, I dare ſay, from Mrs, Ver- 
© man.” 35 

The chariot was ſoon ready; a kiſs 
was my farewel to him. 

© Envy him not that kiſs, Rom - 


c _— ; 
vill puniſh for the apology.* 
1 And . himfelf agon wy 
IPs. "3 : | 


LETTER XXIX. 


S OON N lover was the man of my 
aunt's fancy. The more ſhe ſaw 
and heard him, the more ſhe was pleaſed 
with his perſon and manners. ; 
I applaud your taſte, Henrietta, in 
© the choice of an huſband; not an hap- 
© pierchoice could you have made. 
he art of pleaſing, which he natu- 
rally had, he diſplayed to gain her et- 
teem. Twenty-four hours, Sufannah, 
v#,iſhed like a dream; never breathed 
two more fortunate lovers. Theſe 
hours of raptures were ſucceeded by 
days of horror and miſery. bad; 
Suſannah, have you bid my friendſh > 
to write what I wiſh-I had totally for 
got? My ſoul is toro; I doubt it will be 
in my power to obey. Tao fiercely fad 
is the tale of my woe! My pen drops; 
this day I ſhall be a prey to ſorrow, 
Tears only can I ſhed; I cannot write, 
Perhaps to-morrow Adieu! 
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me; and I was myſe 


LETTER xxx. 

* bw WARDS the evening, we re- 
ceived from Mrs Verman a letter 
ſuch as we would have dictated. 

The certainty I loved, and Lord 
Oſenvor's. entreaties, had forced her 
conſent : the next Tueſday ſhe pro- 
miſed to come with his lordſhip, and 
give me to Romney. 

Who, after this, Suſannah, would 
have thought I ſhould be the moſt 
wretched of my ſex? I muſt forget it, 
or I ſhall not proceed. 


In the tranſports of her joy, Mrs. 


Spencer would that all her neighbour- 


Hood ſhould partake of it: invitations. 


vere ſent to the moſt genteel people for 
the next day. . 
»The interval to Tueſday muſt be 

© paſſed into mirth and feſtivity : let us 


| © not perceive it; if poſſible.” 


The nearer I draw to the cataſtro- 
phe, the more inhuman 1s the order you 
Faves my heart ſhrinks; I have hardly 

ife enough to hold the pen. Oh, oh, 
Suſannah l to what trial you put my 
friendſhip for you ! I cannot dwell up- 
on the paſt. One attempt more I will 
make to pleaſe you; it may be death to 
me. You know not how keen the tor- 
ment to write what I feel, 


E #% : 
THE company came: we danced with 
the ſpirits of overjoyed hearts. Rom- 
ney—PFate had decreed I ſhould drink 
of the cup of miſery and deſpair—Rom- 
ney, having over-heated himſelf, ſtep- 
pe 


into the next room; there he im 


A quenched his thirſt with | 


ome ſmall wine and water; it was 
cold. Suſannah, pity mel Remit the 
reſt of the puniſhment you have in- 
flicted upon me; it is too ſevere; I ſhall 
fink under it! RT 


> ' * 
Tux dances continued; when a ſud- 
den paleneſs on his face, and the trem- 
bling of his hand, frightened my lov- 
ing, timorous ſoul. 5 | 
©, © Good God! you are in a ſhivering 
© fit, Romney!" . 
3 8 was his anſwer. I pre- 
vented bis fall by opening my arms 
and receiving him in them. What a 
situation I was. in! They took him from 
f carried in an 


| 


. : 
3 * * — * 
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elbow-chair. Doctor Herbert, who was 
in the aſſembly, felt Romney's pulſe, 
and found him in a high fever. At 
that word my heart beat no more; I 
ſwooned ay & | 

For three days I was in that ftate of 
ſtupidity peculiar to a mind too livel 
affected I knew nobody, and had for- 
got Romney : Nature at laſt, helped by 
the phyſician, gave back to my organs 
the ſenſibility es had loſt, When I 
could diſtinguith the object before me, 
I ſaw my mother and my aunt on their 
knees at the bed - ſide bedewed in tears, 
and lamenting inournfully their unhap- 
py deſtiny. Ree f : 

© Where is Romney?“ ; 

It was the firſt words I had yet ſpoke, 

Thanks to the Almighty! my 
© Henrietta is reſtored to me | She talks! 
© You know me, my Henrietta.“ 

6 2-00." 

And-I preſſed my lips upon her 
hands. ES 

I know you, dear aunt—T know 
© you too, O mother, mother! Where 
is Romney? 5 

Both turned their heads, ſighed, were 
ſilent. 6 

© Is Romney no more?? 

He lives ſtill.“ 

Let me ſee him, and then die with 
him: I ſhall not out- live my Rom- 
ney; the ſame grave will contain us 
both. I hardly breathe, deny me 
not the only pleaſure which can charm 
the mortal pangs of death; it's agony 
I alreedy feel.—Oh, Romney! how 
cruel our fate | So near to happineſs, 
in one inſtant we fell into the abyſa 
of mifery.-Deprive not your daugh- 
ter of the ſight of Romney ; let us 
expire in one another's arms, our 
ſouls will take their flights together ; 
ſuch an end will be a delight. 

Dear Henrietta, remember you are 
© a Chriſtian; that your days are not 
« yourown; that you will leave behind 
« you the unhappieſt of mothers : live 
to be the comfort of a mother who 
© Joves you.“ 

Dear aunt, you have a tender heart; 
« indulge the only wiſh I am able to 
© form, let me fee Romney. Your 
© looks tell me you comply. Dear mo- 
© ther, mark not with deſpair the laſt 
6 gaſp of my life.. N 

Be compoſed, dear-girl; you 1 * 
2 nl 
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e ſee him when, his fever being abated, 
© he can ſee and hear you: wait that 
© moment with patience.”; |. 

With patience!” +: +> | | 

Suſannah, forgive me the particulars; 
for the ſake of Lord Ofenvor forgive 
them to me: ſhould. he come and per- 
cei ve my grief, he would be unhappy; 
he is my huſband, I muſt ſpare him 
the ſight of my tears, of my diſtreſs. 


% ‚ u orotic 

In the evening Mrs; Spencer drew 
near me. She had no need to ſpeak, I 
ſaw my loſs in her eyes: I ſcreamed, 
and Tunk upon the pillow. Suſannah, 
if you will have me live, let me draw 
a veil over theſe ſcenes of ſadneſs and 
calamity... Adieu. 1201 


| ; +7 4 5 8 
LETTER XXXI. 

MRS. SPENCER, TO LADY. SUSAN 
NAH FITZT ROF. | 


MADAM, 1 e. 3221 tv 00 
NTERING this morning into 
Lady Oſenvor's cloſet, I ſurprized 

her on her knees, bathed in tears: her 

lover's name was upon her lips; three 
times did I hear it pronounced; as 
often my ſoul ſhuddered at the inex- 
preſſible ſorrow marked in her accent 

and countenance. In my amazement I 

could but bear and feel her miſery ;, I 

thought that time, and her huſband, had 

eraſed Romney from her beart: my 
miſtake, the calm ſhe ſeemed to enjoy 
had cauſed. Poor unhappy Henrietta! 
he ſuffered inwardly; her gaiety was 
aſſected: ſhe would deceive us, leſt we 
ſhould be as miſerable as ſhe. Rom- 
ney ſhe loved ſtill, though ſhe. (miled 
upon Oſenvor; her virtue hid from 
him the ſtruggles of her heart: when 
he was preſent, ſhe always appeared 
pleaſed and contented; probably, when 
dy herſelf, thus ſhe compenſated for 
the continual ſacriſice ſhe made in his 
lordſhip's favour. Theſe reflections 
ug er naturally from the ſituatiou 
found ber in. FEE: 
© Dear Henrietta l? 
I could ſay no more; and fat on a 
Chair. | | 1 
Envy not Romney the tribute I 
© pay. to his memory; it is involun- 
i tary. Lady Suſannah is more inhu- 


* 
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© man than death itſelf; this robbed 
me of my lover; ſhe has revived the 
© loſs I made; I feel it as if new! 
* Dearavnt, I am a wretch, whoſe days 
© muſt be filled with an inceſſant keen 
© agony! Iam fick, heartily ſick, of life; 
it is a torment to breathe as Romney's 
cñdover, and Oſenvor's wife!* | 
This ſpeech, uttered with the awful 
ſolemnity of deſpair, drew tears from 
my eyes, and cauſed a trembling in 
every limb. She perceived, and was 
frightened at the impreſſion ſhe had 
made upon me. ü 
* This flight of an old paſſion, dear 
Madam, I could not po bly keep in 
my heart; from it, it was fore 
my complying with Lady Suſannah's 
cCcurioſiiy ; ſhe would know the hiſtory 
of my life: I have obeyed; could I 
recal the paſt without pain? In a few 
© days I ſhall recover my uſual tran- 
« quillity of mind. , 
And. with a ſmile, ſhe wiped the tears 
which flowed on my cheeks. . 
„Come, dear aunt, let us bid grief 
away; I will drown it in a lively tone 
upon my harpſichord; muſicł is the 
© 'beſt phyſician againſt it. Never yet, 
after halt an hour's playing and ſing - 
ing, have I with indifference beheld 
< andliftenedto Lord Oſenvor: it feems. 
he knows theſe minutes are favouras, 
© ble to his paſſion; and, indeed, they 
« ſoften my ſufferings, and melt my 
* -ſonl into tenderneſs for him. 
I fell. in with her humour, and re- 


covered from the emotion I had felt. 


She played and ſung with an uncom- 
mon taſte and vivacity: her eyes loſt 
their langour; and, long before ſhe had 
done, ſhe was another woman. 2 
That I may not have arelapſe, dear 
© aunt, be pleaſed to finiſh my memoirs; 
«© write to Lady Suſannah, how, after 
having loved Romney, I became Lord 
* Oſenvor's wife. I will not think 
T it; I am abſolutely unable to finiſh the 
*. taſk her friendſhip has impoſed upon 
me.“ N 
And ſhe put into my hands the letters 
ſhe had ſent your lady ſhip. I promiſed; 
and in my next will . my word. I 
am, Madam, your moſt humble fer- 
vant, 3288 E 
. S. SPENCER. 
LOWER GROSVENOR STREET 
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LETTER XXXIT. 
MRS. SPENCER, TO LADY SUSAN- 
| NAH FITZROY. 3 


AFTER three days paſt in a con- 

tinual delirium, Mr. Romney had 
for two hours the knowledge of him- 
Felf : he named, called for his Hen- 
rietta, and inveighed bitterly againſt 


Heaven, who thus unmercifully de- 


prive& him at once of life and happi- 


neſs. Lady Bennet, affecting a forti- 


tude none of us could aſſume, * of 
the vanity of human wiſhes, and recon- 
ciled him at laſt to his fate. No longer 
did he defire'to fee Henrietta : © She 
could not, fighed he, © ſupport the 
fight of her dying Romney !—Hen- 
< xjetta! how love thee And I muſt 
die!“ He fell into a few minutes re- 


vesie ; then tendering his hand to Lord. 


Ofſenvor, who leaned in a real diftreſs 
againſt thebed= * 
Make the tender, virtuous Hen- 
© rietta, forget T have lived: would the 
could forget it! I fear her ſorrow ; 


- © at firſt it will know no bounds! Take 


© care of her; let her live to make you 
© happy; to be happy berſelf ! The dy- 
© ing requeſt of a lover ſhe'perhaps will 
© not deny: ſhe loves; ſhe will comply! 
© I muft write, that the thought you 
© ſhall be her huſband has charmed 


© away all the horrors of death : ſhe 


© eſteems you, my lord; you are wor- 
thy of her.“ | * 
His lordſhip was too much moved to 
anſwer with words; his tears, and an 
unfeigned ſorrow, told his thanks and 
ſenſibility. 70 

Mr. Romney deſired to be left with 
Lady Bennet; and ſoon after a lawyer 
was ſent for, He made his will, and be- 
queathed to Henrietta two thouſand 
pounds a year, and fifteen thang 
3 in ready- money: the remaifder 

f 


his fortude he gave to Lady Bennet. 


He attempted to write to Henrietta; he 
Was too weak: he recommended Lord 
Ofenvor - and her to his aunt; and 
W | | 
I cannot deſcribe to you, Madam, 
the effeA ſo untimely a death made up- 
on us! What we apprehended from 
Henrietta's paſſion when ſhe ſhould 
now her Romney was no more] Lord 
en vor looked affiiftion itſelf! Lady 
Bennet! how ſhe lamented ! Mrs. Ver. 


* 
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man's grief exceeded till ours: her 
Henrietta } At that moment ſhe was a 
real mother; her ſenſations can be felt 
only. Poor Mrs, Moulton | faintings 
and tears were her expreſſions! Never 
was ſeen ſuch à lively picture of per- 
fect miſery! None durſt to enter Hen. 
rietta's room, ho herſelf was then al. 
moſt inſenſible between life and death 
I took upon me to draw near her bed: 
my features betrayed the fatal event. 
Dear Madam, my heart is too oppreſſed; 
I muſt breathe. e 
5 ” ; '% a * ö 

Ter times, in five weeks, Hen. 
rietta was forſaken by the phyſicians ; 
as often an happy eriſis giving a new 
turn to her diſtemper, reſtored her to 
life. In that interval, Mrs. Moulton, 
deſpairing of Henrietta's recovery, 
yielded-to her-mortal anxiety,. and ex- 
pired. We knew how fond of her 
Henrietta was: this new incident over-, 
whelmed us with vexation. 

Nature, at laſt, conquered the diſeaſe; 
my niece was ſaved, It would be too 
tedious and painful to paint the diffe- 
rent ſhades of forrow ans deſpair which 
for fifteen months oppreſſed Henrietta's 
mind and heart. During that period, 
we all exerted every power of reaſon 
and friendſhip to eaſe her of her grief: 
but, alas! ſhe was incapable of com- 
fort; ſhe ſmiled only from her lips; 
her ſoul was dead to pleaſure. Lord 
Oſenvor continued his viſits; with hers 
he mingled' his tears, and bewailed 
her diſaſter :- his pity was unfeigned. 
Leave me, ſaid the often to him; 
© leave me, my lord Give to diſſipa- 
tion thoſe hours of melancholy you 
© paſs with me. Muſt all who love me 
« partake of my troubles, and be un- 
© happy for my ſake ? It increaſes my 
© pain to think it is ſo! Forſake a 
© wretch who never can know or pro- 


cure any joy! Her dejeQion, at the 


end of two years, dwindling into a ten- 
der reverie, we prevailed ſo far as to 
make her ſhare-in the publick diver- 
Gons; at firſt with a reluctant heart; 
by degrees, with a viſible ſatisfaction, 
ſhe yielded to their charms; + When 
Lady Bennet thought ſhe could, with 
tranquillity, hear of her nephew, ſhe 
told her the legacy he had bequeathed 
her, and his hope ſie would marry 
Lord Oſenvor. An 
She ſtarted back, ſtruck with what 

ſhe heard. 
Po 
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© Do not you deceive me, Madam! 
«© Is it true he indulged that hope? 

« He did; and was going to write, 
to beg of you to beſtow your hand on 
© his lordſhip; when b 

« Stop! It was his laſt wiſh, you ſay ?* 

© Tt was; to me he entruſted the care 
of Lord Oſenvor's happineſs.” 

She fell on her knee; and, with both 
her hands claſped together, and her 
eyes up to Heaven— 

© Romney! if thou canſt hear me, 
© (mile at the ſacrifice I make thee: thy 
© laſt prayer I grant; Lord Oſenyor 
« ſhall be my huſband!” 
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And ſhe aroſe with the looks of real 
content. 

Unſpeakable, Madam, is the pleaſure 
we felt; it inſtantly communicated to 
every heart! What a charming ſcene 
of mirth opened in a houſe where ſad- 
neſs and mourning had ſo long fixed 
their abode! Mrs. Verman, how de. 
lighted! Lord Oſenvor, who could tell 
his tranſports! A few days after, Hen. 
rietta made him happy We all joined 
in thanks to the Almighty, and bleſſed 
the hour their hands were united, I am, 
Madam, your moſt humble ſervant, 

8. SPENCER, 
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